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The GOLDEN VERsEs of PYTHAGORAS. 


IRST to the Gods thy humble Homage pay, 
þ The greateſt this, and firſt of Laws, wb 
Perform thy Vows, obſerve thy plighted Troth, 
And let Religion bind thee to thy Oath. 
The Heroes next demand thy juſt Regard, 8 
Renown'd on Earth, and to the Stars preferr'd, g 
To Light and endleſs Life, their Virtues ſure Reward, ) 
Due Rites perform, and Honours to the Dead, 
To ev'ry wiſe, to ev'ry pious Shade. 
With lowly Duty to thy Parents bow, 
And Grace and Favour to thy Kindred ſhow : 
For what concerns the reſt of Human Kind, DM 
Chooſe out the Man to Virtue beſt inclin'd ; c 
Him to thy Arms receive, him to thy Boſom bind: 
Poſſeſt of ſuch a Friend, preſerve him ſtill; 
Nor thwart his Counſels with thy ſtubborn Will; 
Pliant to all his Admonitions prove, 
And yield: to all his Offices of Love: 
Him from thy Heart, ſo true, ſo juſtly dear, 
Let no raſh Word nor light Offences tear. 
Bear all thou canſt, ſtill with his Failings ſtrive, 
And to the utmoſt ſtill, and till forgive; 
For ſtrong Neceflity alone explores 
The ſecret Vigour of our latent Pow'rs, 
Rouſes and utges on the lazy Heart, 
* to ol unknown before, * 

e thy ſtronger Appetites aſſwage, 

Thy Glurtony, thy Sloth, thy Luſt, — Rage: 
From each diſhoneſt Act of Shame forbear ; 
Of others, and thylelf, alike beware. 
Let Rev'rence of thyſelf thy Thoughts controul, 
And guard the ſacred Temple of thy Soul: 
Let Juſtice o'er thy Word and Deed preſide, 

Reaſon even thy. meaneſt Actions guide; 
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4 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


For know that Death is Man's appointed Doom, _ 
Know, that the Day of great Account will come, 
When thy paſt Life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey d. 
Each Word, each Deed, be in the Balance laid, 
And all the Good, and all the Ill moſt juſtly-be repaid. 
For Wealth, the periſhing, uncertain Good, 
Ebbing and flowing like the fickle Flood, 

That know no ſure, no fix'd abiding Place, 

But wandring, loves from Hand to d to paſs; 
Revolve the Getter's Joy, and Loſer's Pain, 

And think if it be worth thy while to gain. 

Of all thoſe Sorrows that attend Mankind, 

With Patience bear the Lot to thee aſlign'd ; 


Nor think it Chance, nor murmur at the Load; 


For know what Man calls Fortune is from God, * | 


In what thou may'ſt from Wiſdom ſeek Relief, 


And let her healing Hand aſſwage thy Grief ; 
Yet ftill whate'er the — — ordains, 
What Cauſe ſoever multiplies thy Pains, 
Let not thoſe Pains as Ills be underſtood, 
For God delights not to afflict the Good. 
The reas'ning Art, to various Ends apply d, 
Is oft a ſure, but oſt an erring Guide. 
Thy Judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, 
Nor lightly from thy Reſolution ſwerve ; 
The dazling Pomp. of Words does oft deceive, 
And ſweet Perſuaſion wins the eaſy to believe. 
When Fools and Liars, labour to perſuade, 
Be dumb, and let the Bablers vainly plead. 
This, above all, this Precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and firſt, thyſelf concern; 
Let not Example, let no ſoothing Tongue, 
Prevail upon thee with a Siren's Song, 
To do thy Soul's immortal Eſſence wrong. 
Of Good and Ill by Words or Deeds expreſt, 
Chooſe for thyſelf, and always chooſe the beſt. . 
Let wary Thought each Enterprize forerun, 
And ponder on thy Taſk b:fore begun, 
Left Folly ſhou'd the wretched Work deface, 
And mock thy fruitleſs Labours with Diſgrace. 
Fools huddle on, and always are in Haſte, 
Act without Thought, and thoughtleſs Words they 
waſte. © | But 
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But thou, in all thou doſt, with early Cares, 
Strive to prevent, at firſt, a Fate like theirs ; 
That Sorrow on the End may never wait, 
Nor ſharp Repentance make thee wiſe too late. 
Beware thy erg Hae in aught to try, 
That does beyond thy Reach of Knowledge lie; gp 
But ſeek to know, and bend thy ſerious Thought 
To ſearch the profitable Knowledge out. | 
80 Joys on Joys for ever ſhall increaſe, 
Wirdom ſhall crown thy Labours, and ſhall bleſs 
Thy Life with Pleaſure, and thy End with Peace. 
Nor let the Body want its Part, but ſhare 
A juſt Proportion of thy tender Care: 
For Health and Welfare prudently provide, 
And let its lawful Wants be all ſupply'd. | 
Let ſober Draughts refreſh, and wholeſome Fare 
Decaying Nature's waſted Force repair; | 
And ſprightly Exerciſe the duller Spirits chear. 
In all Things till which to this Care belong, 
Obſerve this Rule, to guard thy Soul from Wrong. 
By virtuous Uſe thy Lite and Manners frame, 
Manly and ſimply pure, and free from Blame. 
Provoke not Eavy's deadly Rage, but fly 
The glancing Curſe of her malicious Eye. 
Seek not in needleſs Luxury to waſte 
Thy Wealth and Subſtance with a Spendthrift's Haſte. 
Yet flying theſe, be watchful, left thy Mind, 
Prone to Extremes, an*equal Danger find, 
And be to ſordid Avarice inclin'd. 
Diftant alike from each, to neither lean, 
But ever keep the happy Gol Dbex Mean. 
Be careful itill to guard thy Soul from Wrong, 
And let thy Thought prevent thy Hand and Tongue. 
Let notithe ſtealing God of Sleep ſurpriſe, 
Nor creep in Slumbers on thy weary Eyes, 
Ere ey'ry Action of the former Day, 
Strictly thou doſt and righteouſly (2 
With Rev'rence at thy own Tribunal ſtand, 
And anſwer juſtly to thy own Demand. 
Where have I been? In what have I tranſgreſsd? 
What Good or IIl has this Day's Life expreſs'd? 
| ', 3 Where 
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Where have I faibd in u hat I ought to do.?,  , 
In what to God, to Man, or to myſelf Lowe? 
Inquire ſevere whate'er from firſt to laſt, 


From Morning's Dawn, 'till Evning's Gloom has paſt. 
If Evil were by Deeds, repenting'mourn,,  _ 
And let thy Soul with ſtrong, Remorſe be torn, 
If Good, the Good with Peace of Mind repay, 
And to thy ſecret Self with Pleaſure ſay, | 
Rejoice, my Heart, for all went well To-day. | 
Theſe Thoughts, and chiefly. theſe, thy Mind ſhould 
. thy Study and engage thy Love: [move, 
eſe are the Rules which will to Virtue lead, 
And teach thy Feet her heav'nly Paths to-tread. 
This by his Name I ſwear, whoſe ſacred Lore) 
Firſt to Mankind explain'd the Myſtic FO UR, | 
Source of Eternal Nature and Almighty Power. 
In all thou doſt, firſt let thy Prayers aſcend, 
And to the Gods thy Labours firſt commend: ¶ End. 
From them implore Succeſs, and hope a proſp'rous 
So ſhall thy abler Mind be taught to ſoar, 
And Wiſdom in her ſecret Ways explore 
To range through Heav'n aboye and Earth below, 
Immortal Gods, and niortal Men to know. 
$9 ſhalt thou learn what Pow'r does all controul, 
What bounds the Parts, and what unites the whole: 
And rightly judge, in all this wond'rous Frame 
How univerſal Nature is the ſame; —- © 
So ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain AﬀeCtions place, | 
On Hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs. . 
Man, wretched Man, thou ſhalt be taught to know, 
Who bears within himſelf the inborn Cauſe of Woe. 
Unhappy Race! that never yet could tell, 
How near their Good and Happineſs they dwell. 
Depriv'd of Senſe, they neither hear nor fee ; 
Fetter'd in Vice, they ſeek not to be free, 
But ſtupid, to their own fad Fate agree: 
Like pond'rous Rolling-ftones, oppreſs'd with Ill, 
The Weight that loads em makes em roll on ſtill, | 
Bereft of Choice, and Freedom of the Will. 
For native Strife in ey'ry Boſom reigns, 
And ſecretly an impious War maintains: 
Prevoke not THIS, but let the Combat ceaſe, 
And ev'ry yielding Paſſion ſue for Peace. Wouldf 
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Wouldſt thqu, great Jove, thou Father of kd | 


Reveal the Demaa for that Taſk aſſign d. [kind, 
The wretched Race an End of Woes would find. 
And yet be bold, O Man, dixine thou art, 
And of the Gods celeſtial Eſſence Part, 
Nor ſacred Nature is. from thee conceald, 
But to thy Race her myſtic Rules reyeal'd. 
Theſe, if to know, thou happily attain, 
Soon ſhalt thou perfect he in all that I ordain. 
Thy wounded Soul to Health thou ſhalt reſtore, 
And free from ev'ry Pain the felt before. | 

Abſtain, I warn, from Meats unclean and foul, 
So keep thy Body pure, ſo free thy Soul ; . 
So rightly judge; thy Reaſon, ſo maintain; 
Reaſon, which Heaven did for thy Guide ordain, 
Let that beſt Reaſon ever hold the Rein. 

Then if this mortal Body thou forſake, 
And thy Flight to the pure tber take, 
Among the Gods, exalted, ſhalt thou ſhine, 
Immortal, Incorruptible, Divine : 
The Tyrant Death ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 
And ſcorn the dark Dominion of the Grave. 


—— 
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On the Late G.oRrtous SUCCESSES of Her 
MajesTY's Arms. 


Humbly Inſcrib'd to the Rt. Hon, the Lonp TAZASUREA. 


WHE Kings and Nations on thy Counſels wait, 

And ANNA truſts to thee the Briti/h State; | 

While Fame, to thee, from every foreign Coaſt, 

Flies with the News of Empires won and loſt ; 

Relates whate'er her buſy Eyes bebeld, 

And tells the Fortune of each bloody Field ; 

While with officious Duty, Crowds attend, 

To hail the Labours of thy God-like Friend; 

Vouchſafe the Muſe's hymbler Joy to hear; 

For ſacred Numbers ſhall be ſtill thy Care; 

+ ho mean the Verſe, tho' lowly be the Strain, 

Tho'leaſt regarded be the 1 of all the tuneful . 
A & C 
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Yet riſe, neglected Nymph, avow thy Flame, 
Aſſert th' inſpiring God, and greatly aim 
To make thy numbers equal to thy Theme. 
From Heay'n derive thy Verſe ; to Heay'n belong 
The Counſels of the Wiſe, and Battles of the Strong; 
To Heavn, the royal ANNA owes, alone, | 
The Virtnes which adorn and guard her Throne; 
Thence is her Juftice, Wretches to redreſs, 
Thence is her Mercy and her Love of Peace 
Thence is her Pow'r, her Scepter uncontrol'd, 
To bend the Stubborn, and repreſs the Bold; 
Her peaceful Arts, fierce FaQtions to afſwage, 
To heal their Breaches, and to ſooth their Rage ; 
Thence is that happy Prudence, which preſides 
In each Deſign, and ev'ry Action guides; 
Thence is ſhe taught her thining Court to grace, 
And fix the. Worthieſt in the worthieſt Place, 
To truſt at home GopolrRHIx's watchful Care, 
And ſend viQorious CHURCHILL forth to War. 
Ariſe, ye Nations, reſcu'd by her Sword, 
Freed from the Bondage of a foreign Lord; 
Ariſe, and join the Heroine to bleſs, 
Behold ſhe ſends to ſave you from Diſtreſs ; 
Rich is the royal Bounty ſhe beitows, | 
"Tis Plenty, Peace, and Safety from your Foes. 
And thou, IBeria / rous'd at length, diſdain 
To wear inſlav'd the Gallic Tyrant's Chain. 
For ſee! the Britiſh Genius comes, to chear 
Thy fainting Sons, and kindle em to War. 
With her own glorious Fires their Souls ſhe warms, 
And bids em burn for Liberty and Arms. 
Unhappy Land! the Foremoſt once in Fame, 
Once lifting to the Stars thy noble Name, 
In Arts excelling, and in Arms ſeyere, 
The weſtern Kingdoms Envy and their Fear. 
Where is thy Pride, thy 5 Honour, flown, 
Thy ancient Valour, and thy firſt Renown? 
How art thou ſunk among che Nations now ! 
How haſt thou taught thy haughty Neck to bow, 
And drop the Warrior's Wreath inglorious from thy 
Brow! 
Not thus of old her valiant Fathers bore 
The Bondage of the unbeheving Moor, But 
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But oft, alternate, made the Victors yield, 

And prov'd their Might in many a well-fought Field; 

Bold in Defence of Liberty they ſtood, 

And doubly dy d their Croſs in Mooriſb Blood: 

Then in heroic Arms their Knights excell'd, 

The Tyrant then and Giant then they quell'd. 

Then ev'ry nobler Thought their Minds did move, 

And thoſe who fought for Freedom figh'd for Love. 

Like one, thoſe ſacred Flames united live, 

At once they languiſh, and at once revive ; 

Alike they ſhun the Coward and the Slave, 

But Bleſs the Free, the Virtuous, and the Brave. 

Nor frown, ye Fair, nor think my Verſe untrue ; 

Tho' we diſdain that Man ſhould Man ſubdue, | 

Yet all the free-born Race are Slaves alike to you. 
Yet once, again that Glory to reſtore, 

The Britons (eek the Celtiberian Shore. 

With ecchoing Peals, at ANNA's high Command, 
Their Naval Thunder wakes the drowſy Land; 
High at their Head, 1heria's promis'd Lord, 

Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining Sword ; 
His youthful Veins, with Hopes of Empire glow, 
Swell his bold Heart, and urge him on the Foe: 
With Joy he'reads, in ev'ry Warrior's Face, 

Some happy Omen of a ſure Succeſs ; 

Then leaps, exulting, on the hoſtile Strand, 

And thinks the deſtin'd Scepter in his Hand. 

Nor Fate denies, what firſt his Wiſhes name, 

Proud Barcelona owns his Juſter Claim, 

With the firſt Laurel binds his youthful Brows, 

And, Pledge of future Crowns, the mural Wreath be- 
But ſoon, the Equal of his youthful Years, [ſtows, 
Philip of Bourbon's haughty Line, appears ; 

Like Hopes attend his Birth, like Glories grace, 

(If Glory can be in-a Tyrant's Race) 

In Numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 

But nearer draws the black impending War; 

He views his Hoſt, then ſcorns the Rebel Town, 

And dooms to certain Death, the Rival of his Crown. 

Now Fame and Empire, all the nobler Spoils 
That urge the Hero, and reward his Toils, 
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Plac'd in their View, alike their Hopes el bs f | 
And fire their Breaſts with more than mortal Rage: 
Not lawleſs Love, not Vengeance, nor Deſpair, 4 


Land 


So daring, fierce, untam'd, and furious are, 
As when Ambition prompts the Great to War; 
As youthful Kings, when ſtriving for Renown, [Crown. 
They prove their Might in Arms, and combat for a 
Hard was the cruel Strife, and doubtful long, 
Betwixt the Chiefs tuſpended Conqueſt hung; 
Till forc'd at length, diſdaining much, to yield, 
Charles to his Rival quits the fatal Field. 
Numbers and Fortune o'er his Right prevail, 
And ev'n the Britiſh Valour ſeems to fail; 
And yet they fail'd not all. In that Extreme, 
Conſcious of Virtue, Liberty, and Fame, 
They vow the youthful Monarch's Fate to ſhare, 
Above Diſtreſs, unconquer'd by Deſpair, 
Still to defend the Town, and animate the War. 
But lo! When ev'ry better Hope was paſt, 
When ev'ry Day of Danger feem'd their fat, 
Far on the diſtant Ocean, they ſurvey, 
Where a proud Navy plows its wat'ry Way. | 
Nor long the . but with Joy deſcry, | 
Upon the Chief's tall Top- maſts waving high, 
The Britifh Croſs and helgir Lion fly. WR 
Loud with tumultuous Clamour, loud they rear 
Their Cries of Eeſtaſy, and rend the Air, 
In Peals on Peals, the Shouts triumphal riſe, 
Spread ſwift, and rattle thro” the ſpacious Skies; 
While from below, old Ocean groan profound, 
The Walls, the Rocks, the Shores repel the Sound, 
Ring with the deatfning Shock, and thunder all around. 
Such was the Joy the Trojan Youth expreſs d, 
Who by the fierce Rutillan's Siege diſtreſs d, 
Were by the Zyrrbene Aid at length releas d; | 
When young Aſcanius, then in Arms firſt try'd, 8 


Numbers and ev'ry other Want ſupply d, 
And haughty Turnus from his Walls defy'd ; 
Sav'd in the Town an Empire yet to come, 
And fix'd the Pate of his imperial Rome. 
But Oh! what Verſe, what Numbers ſhall reveal 
Thoſe Pangs of Rage and Grief the Vanquiſh'd * 
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Who ſhall rotraping Philig's Shame impart, | 

And tell the Anguiſh of his lab'ring Heart! 

What Paint, what ſpeaking Pencil ſhall expreſs, 

The blended Paſſions ftriving in his Face! 

Hate, Indignation, Courage, Pride, Remorſe, [Curſe. 

With Thoughts of Glory paſt, the Loſer's greateſt 
Fatal Ambition! ſay what wondrous Charms 

Delude Mankind to toil for thee ta Arms: 

When all thy Spoils, thy Wreaths in Battle won, 

The Pride of Pow'r, and Glory of a Crown, 

When all War gives, when all the great can gain, 

Ev'n thy whole Pleafure, pays not half thy Pain. . 
All hail! ye ſofter, happier Arts of Peace, 

Secur'd from Harms, and bleſt with learned Eaſe ; 

In Battles, Blood, and Perils hard, unſkilld, 

Which haunt the Warrior, in the fatal Field ; 

But chief, thee Goddeſs Muſe! my Verſe wou'd raiſe, 

And to thy own ſoft Numbers tune thy Praiſe ; 

Happy the Youth inſpir'd, beneath thy Shade, 

Thy verdant, ever-living Laurels laid! 2 

There ſafe, no Pleaſures, there no Pains they know, Fo 

But thoſe which from thy ſacred Raptures flow, - 

Nor wiſh for Crowns, but what thy Groves beſtow. Y. 

Me, Ny mph Divine! nor ſeorn my humble Pray'r, 

Receive unworthy, to thy kinder Care, 

Doom'd to a gentler, tho more lowly, Fate. 

Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be great; | 

Me, to thy peaceful Haunts, inglorious bring, 

Where ſecret thy celeſtial Siſters ſing, 

Paſt by their ſacred Hill, and ſweet Coftalian Spring. 
But nobler Thoughts the Victor Prince employ, 

And raiſe his Heart with high triumphant Joy ; 

From hence a better Courſe of Time rolls on, 

And whiter Days ſucceſſive ſeem to run. 

From hence his kinder Fortune ſeems to date 

The rifing Glories of his future State: 

From hence! —But Oh! too ſoon the Hero moutns 

His Hopes deceiy'd, and War's inconſtant Turns. 

In vain, his echoing Trumpets loud Alarms 

Provoke the cold [berian Lords to Arms; 

Careleſs of Fame, as of their Monarch's Fate, 

In: ſullen. Sloth. ſupinely ꝑroud . they fate ;, 
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Or to be Slaves, or Free, alike repar@ 
And truſting Heav'n was bound to be their Guard ; 
Untouch'd with Shame, the noble Strife beheld, 
Nor once eſſay d to ſtruggle to the Field; 
But ſought, in the cold Shade and rural Seat, 
An unmoleſted Eaſe and calm Retreat: 
Saw each contending Prince's Arms advance, 
Then with a lazy dull Indifference, 
Turn'd to their Reſt and left the World to Chance, 
So when commanded by the Wife of Jove, 
Thaumantian Iris left the Realms above, 
And ſwiit deſcending on her painted Bow, - 
Sought the dull God of Sleep in Shades below ; 
Nodding and flow, his drowſy Head he rear'd, 
And heavily the ſacred Meſſage heard; 
#Eben with a yawn at once forgot the pain, 
And ſunk to his firſt Sloth and Indolence again. 
Nut oh, my Muſe! th' ungrateful Toil foriake, 
Some Taſk more pleaſing to thy Numbers take, 
Nor chooſe, in melancholy Strains, to tell 
Each harder Chance the juſter Cauſe befel. 
Oh rather turn, auſpicious turn thy Flight, 
Where MaxLBoRoUGH's heroic Arms. invite, 
Where higheſt Deeds the Poet's Breaſt infpire 
With Rage divine, and Fan the ſacred Fire. 
See! where at once, Ramillia's noble Field 
Ten thouſand Themes for living Verſe ſhall yield. 
See! where at once, the dreadtul Objects rite, c 


At once they ſpread before my wond'ring Eyes, 

And ſhock my lab'ring Soul with vaſt Surprize ; 

At once the wide-extended Battles move, 

At once they join, at once their Fate they prove. 

The Roar aſcends promiſcuous ; Groans and Cries, ; 
The Drums, the Cannons' Burſt, the Shout, ſupplies, 
One univerſal Anarchy of Noiſe. 

One Din confus'd, Sound mixt and loſt in Sound, 
Echoes to all the frighted Cities round. 

Thick Duſt and —.— in wavy Clouds ariſe, 

Stain the bright Day and taint the purer Skies; 

While flaſhing Flames like Lightning dart between, 
And fill the Horror of the fatal Scene. 

Around the Field, all dy'd in purple Foam, WNT 
Hate, Fury, and inſatiate Slaughter roam; Diſ- 
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Diſcord with pleaſure o'er the Ruin treads, 
And laughing, wraps her in her tatter'd Weeds; 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her Car, 
Shakes terrible her ſteely Whip from far, 
And with new Rage revives the fainting War. 
So when to Currents rapid in their Courſe, 
Ruſh to a point and meet with equal Force, 
The angry Billows rear their Heads on high, 
Daſhing aloft, the foaming Surges fly, 

And x: An cloud the Air with miſty Spry ; 
The raging Flood is beard from far to roar, - 
17 liftning Shepherds on the diſtant Shore, 


hile much they fear, what Ills it ſhould rg 


And wonder why the watry Gods conten 

High in the midſt, Britannia's warlike Chief, 
Too greatly bold, and prodigal of Life, 
Is ſeen to preſs where Death and Dangers call, 


Where the War bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall, 


He flies, and drives, confus'd, the fainting Gaul. 
Like Heat diffus'd his great Example warms, 
And animates the Social Warrior's Arms, 
Inflames each colder Heart, confirms the Bold, 
Makes the Young Heroes, and renews the Old. 
In Forms divine, around him watchful wait, 

The Guardian Genii of the Britiſh State ; 
Juſtice and Truth his Steps 3 guide, 

And faithful Loyalty defends his Side; 

Prudence and Fortitude their MazxLBRo' guard, 
And pleaſing Liberty his Labours chear'd ; 

But chief, the Angel of his Queen was there, 
The Union Croſs his Silver Shield did bear, 

And in his decent Hand he ſhook a warlike Spear. 
While ViRtory celeſtial, ſoars above, 

Plum'd like the Eagle of imperial Jowe, 

Hangs o'er the Chief, whom ſhe delights to blefs, 
And ever arms his Sword with ſure Fucceſz, 
Dooms him the proud Oppreſſor to deſtroy, 
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Then waves her Palm, and claps her Wings for Joy, 


Such was young Ammon on Arbela's Plain, 
Or ſuch the * Painter did the Hero feign, 


* Le Brun. 
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Where ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 0 


With graceful Ardor, and majeſtic Pride, [Side. 

With all the Gods of Greece, and Fortune on his 
Nor long, Bavaria haughty Prince, in vain, 

Labours the Fight, nk rays to maintain: 

He ſees tis doom'd his fatal Friend the Gaul 

Shall ſhare the Shame, and in one Ruin fall; 

Flies from the Foe too oft in Battle try'd, 

And Heav'n contending on the Victor's Side; 

Then mourns his raſh Ambition's Crime too late, 


And yields reluQant to the Force of Fate. 


So when Aneas, thro* Night's gloomy Shade, 
The dreadful Forms of hoſtile Gods ſurvey d, VS. 


Hopeleſs he left the burning Town and fled: 


Saw 'twas'in vain to prop declining Trey, 

Or ſave what Heay'n had deſtin'd to deſtroy. 
What vaſt Reward, O Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 

To him who fav'd thee on this glorious Day 


Bleſs him, ye grateful Nations, where he goes, 

And heap the Victor's Laurel on his Brows. 
In ev'ry Land, in ev'ry City freed; 

Let the proud Column rear its Marble Head, 

To Maxizorovueh and Liberty decreed { 


Rich with his Wars triumphal Arches raiſe, 
To teach your wond'ring Sons the Hero's Praiſe ; 
To him your ſkilful Bards their Verſe ſhall bring, 
For him the tuneful Voice be taught ro ſing, : 
— Pipe ſhall ſwell, ſhall ſound the trem- 
ing df . | 

Oh. Na thou? where Peace for ever ſiniles,, 
Dritannia ! nobleſt of the Ocean's Iſles, 
Fair Queen! who doſt amidſt thy Waters reign, 
And ſtretch thy Empire o'er the fartheſt Main :. 
What Tranſports in thy Parent Boſom roll'd,. 
When Fame at firſt the pleaſing Story told! 
How didft thou lift thy tow'ry Front on high! 
Not meanly conſcious of a Mother's Joy, ; 
Prond of thy Son as. Crete. was of her „prove, 
How wert thou pleas'd, Heay'n did thy Choice ap- ( 
And fixt Succeis where thou hadſt fixt thy Love! 
How with Regret. his Abſence didſt thou mourn}. 
How with Impatience. wait his wiſht.Return !. 
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How were the Winds accus'd for his Delay ! 

How didſt thou chide the Gods who rule the Sea, 

And nal the Nereid Nymphs to waft him on his 

„Wart 
At length he comes, he ceaſes from his Toil, 

Like Kings of Old returning from the Spoil; 

To Britain and his Queen for ever dear, 

He comes, their Joy and grateful Thanks to ſhare z 

Lowly he kneels Before the Royal Seat, 

And lays his proudeſt Wreaths at ANN's Feet. 

While form'd alike for Labours or for Eaſe, 

In Camps to thunder, or in Courts to pleaſe, | 

Britain's bright Nymphs make MaxLNOROoVeE their 

In all his Dangers all his Triumphs ſhare. [Care, 

Conqu'ring he lends the well-pleas'd Fair new Grace, 

And adds fel Luſtre to each beauteous Face 

Britain preſervd by his victorious Arms, 

With wondrous Pleaſure each fair Boſom warms, 

Lightens in all their Eyes, and ' doubles all their f 
Charms. . Tat: wh * 

Ev'n his own Sunderland, in Beauty's Store J 


So rich, ſue ſeem d incapable of more, 

Now ſhines with Graces never known before; 

Fierce with tranſporting Joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 

And each ſoft Feature takes a ſpri htly Turn; 

New Flames are ſeen to ſparkle 3 ns Eyes, | 

Aud on her blooming Cheeks freſh Rofes riſe 

IT heightens each bright Hue, 

And ſeems to touch the Fniſ'd Piece anew, © 

Improves what Nature's bounteous Hand had giv'n, 

And mends the faireft o of Heav'n. | 
Nor Joy like this in Counts is only found, 

But ſpreads to all the grateful People round; 

Laborious Hinds inur to rural Foil, 

To tend the Flocks and turn the mellow Soil, 

In homely Guife their heneſt Hearts expreſe, 

And blefs the Warrior who protetts the Peace, 

Who keeps the Foe atoof, and drives.afar 

The dreadful Ravage of the waſting War. 

No rude Deſtroyer cuts the rip'ning Crop, 

Prevents. the Harveſt and deludes their 
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No helpleſs Wretches fly with wild Amaze, 
Look weeping back and ſee their Dwellings blaze 
The Victor's Chain no mournful — nd6y ing 
Nor hear the Threats of the inſulting Fos, 
But Freedom laughs, the fruitful Fields abound, - 
The chearful Voice of Mirth is heard to ſound, a 
And Plenty doles her various Bounties round, 
The humble Village, and the wealthy Town, 
Conſenting join their Happineſs to own, 
What Heav'n and ANNA's gentleit Reign afford, 
All is ſecur'd by MaxLBRo's conqu'ring Sword. 

O ſacred, ever honourd Name! O theu! | 
That wert our Greateſt William once below! 
What Place ſoe'er thy Virtues now poſſeſs 
Near the bright Source of everlaſting Bliſs, 
Where-C'er exalted to etheriah Height, | 
Radiant with Stars, thou tread'ſt the Fields of Light, 
Thy Seats Divine, thy Heav'n a-while forſake, 
And'deign the Britons Triumph to partake. 
Nor art thou chang d, but ſtill thou ſhalt delight 
To hear the Fortune of the glorious Fight, »% 
How fail'd Oppreſſion, and prevail'd the Right. 
What once below, ſuch Rill thy Pleaſures are, 
Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy Care, 
Thy great, thy gen'rous, pure, immortal Mind 
Is ever to the public Good inclin d, 


Is ſtill the Tyrant's Foe, and Patron of Mankind. 


Behold where MaxLiBozouGn, thy laſt, beſt Gift, 

At Parting, to thy native Belgia leſt, 2 

Succeeds to all thy kind paternal Cares, 

Thy watchful Counſels, and laborious Wars; 

Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting Hand, 

And in thy Stead proteQs the Orphan Land ; 

Like thee, aſpires by Virtue to Renown, | | 

Fights to ſecure an Empire not his own, 

Reaps only Toil himſelf, and gives away a Crown. 

At length thy-Pray's, O pious Prince! is heard, 

Heav'n has at length, in its own Cauſe appear'd, 

At length Ramillia's Field atones for all 

The faithleſs Breaches of the perjur'd Gaul; 

At length a better Age to Man decreed, 2. 

With Truth, with Peace, and Juſtice ſhall ſucceed ; 

Falla are the Proud, and the griev'd World is ry 
ne 
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One Triumph yet, my Muſe, remains behind, 
Another Vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find; | 
On Lombard Plains, beyond his Alpine Hills, 

Louis the Force of hoſtile Britain feels: 

Swift to her Friends diſtreſs d her Succours fly, 
And diſtant Wars her wealthy Sons ſupply : 

From ſlow unactive Courts, they grieve to hear 
Eugene, a Name to ev'ry Briton dear, 

By tedious languiſhing Delays is held 

Repining, and impatient, from the Field: 

While factious Stateſmen riot in Exceſs, 

And lazy Prieſts whole Provinces poſſeſs, 

Of unregarded Wants the Brave complain, 

And the ſtary'd Soldier ſues for Bread in vain ; 

At once with generous Indignation warm, 

Britain the Treaſure ſends, and bids the Hero arm, 
Straight eager to the Field, he ſpeeds away, 

There vows the Victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 

The Spoils of Calcinato's fatal Day: 

Chear'd by the Preſence of the Chief they love, 
Once more their Fate the Warriors long to prove; 
Reviv'd, each Soldier lifts his drooping Head, 
Forgets his Wounds, and calls him on to lead ; 
Again their Creſts the German Eagles rear, 

Stretch their broad Wings, and fan the Latian Air 
Greedy for Battle and the Prey they call, 

And point great Eugene's Thunder on the Gaul. 
The Chief commands, and ſoon in dread Array 
Onwards the moving Legions urge their Way ; ; 
With hardy Marches and ſucceſsful Haſte, 7 
Oer ev'ry Barrier fortunate they paſs d, 

Which Nature or the ſkilful Foe had plac'd. 

The Foe in vain with Gallic Arts attends, 

To mark which Way the wary Leader bends, 
Vainly in War's mytterious Rules is wiſe, 

Lurks where tall Woods and thickeſt Coverts riſe, 
And meanly hopes a Conqueſt from Surprize. 

Now with ſwift Horſe the Plain around 'em beats, 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats ; f 
Now fix d to wait the coming Force, he ſeems, 
Secur'd by ſteepy Banks and rapid Streams; . 
: E 


r 


Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the 
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AR | . tru vain exbauſt eee , 
rom plenteous the I 'orrents 5 

Riſe f their utmoſt — — the Plain, * 

And ftrive to ſtay the Warriors Haſte in vain; 

Alike they paſs the Plain and cloſer Wood 

Explore the Ford and tempt the ſwelling Plood; 

Unſhaken ftilt purſue their ſtedfaſt Courſe, force. 

And where they want their Way, they find it or they 

But anxious Thoughts Sawoy's Great Prince infeſt, 

And roll ill-boding in his careful Breaſt ; 

Oft he revolves the Ruins of the Great, 

And ſadly thinks on loſt Bawaria's Fate, 

The hapleſs Mark of Fortune's cruet Sport, . 

An Exile, meanly forc'd to beg Support 5 

From the flow Bounties of a Forei n Court. 

Forc'd from his lov'd Turin, his haſt Retreat, 

His Glory once, and Empire's ancient Seat; 

He ſees from far where wide Deſtructions ſpread, 


And hery Show'rs the goodly Town invade, 


Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd State, 
And curſe the unrelenting T'yrant's Hate. 
But great Eugene prevents his ev'ry Fear, 
He had retoly'd it, and he would be there; 
Not Danger, Toil, the tedious weary Way, 
Nor all the Gallic Pow'rs his promis'd Aid delay. 
Like Truth itſeli, t e to fail, 
He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he muſt prevail. 


Thus ever certain does the Sun appear, 
af Year 


Bound by the Law of Fove's etern 
Thus conſtant to his Courſe ſet: out at Morn, 

Round the wide World in twicet welve Hours is born, 
And to a Moment keeps his fix d Return. | 
Straight to the Town the Heraes turn their Care, 

Their triendly Succour for the Brave prepare, 

— 7 the 4 — 1 N A hy War. 1 

er the rench and Ramparts guarded Height, 

At once — ruſh and drive the rapid Fiche | * 

With idle Arms the Gallic Legions ſeem 

To ſtem the Rage of the reſiſtleſs Stream; 

At once it bears em down, at once they yield, 
Field ; 

Reſiſtance 
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Reſiſtance ceaſes, and 'tis. War no more, 
At once the V i6/d-own. the Victor's Pow'r ; 
Throughout the Field, where-e'er they tur-their Sight; 
Tis all, or Conqueſt, or inglorious Flight; | 
Swift to their reſcu'd Friends their Joys they bear, 
With Life and Liberty at once they c 
And ſave em in the Moment of Deſpair. 

So timely to the Aid*of ſinking Rome, 
With active Haſte did great Camillus come: 50 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his Way, 5 


So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the Prey, 
And ſav'd his Country in one fignal Day, . - 
From impious Arms, at length, O Luis ceaſe | 
And leave, at length, the lab'ring World in Peace, 
Leſt Heay'n diſcloſe ſome yet more fatal Scene, 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin; 
Leſt from thy Hand thou ſee thy Scepter torn, 
And humbled in the Duſt thy Loſſes mourn-; 
Leſt urg d, at length, thy own repining Slave, 
Tho' fond of Burdens, and in Bondage brave, | 
Purſue thy hoary Head with Curxſes to the Grave. 
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ErILoGux te the Inconſtant: Or, The Way to win | 
him, A Comedy. Ry Mr. Farqubar. A it. was 
ated at the Theatre-Royal in Deuny-Lane, 1793. 


Spoken by Mr. Wr x Ss. g 


ROM Fzzrenes's Original, To- da 
We took the Hint — * TG Play: £ 

Our Author, from his Lines, has ſtrove to paint, 

A witty, wild, inconſtant, free Gallant :. 

With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, 

With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 

With little Truth, but with a world of Love. 

Such Forms on Maids in Morning Slumbers wait, 

When Fancy firſt inſtruQs their ts to beat, 

When firſt they wiſh, and figh for what they know 

not yet. 
Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers ma 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded Way; 


* See The Wild-Gooſe Chace. Let 
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Let ViLLExoY's Misfortune make you wiſe, 
There's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprize; 
Tho from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, | 
Prince Eu found an Agueduct below. 

With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, - 

A preſſing Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs: 
Whilſt the Reſpectful, like the Greek, fits down, 
And waſtes a Ten Year's Siege before One Town. 
For her own ſake, let no fortaken Maid, 

Our Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid ; 
Since tis a Secret, none ſhou'd e'er confeſs, 

That they have loſt the happy Power to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpe& the Rogue inclin'd to break, . 
Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a Week; 
As Princes, when the reſty Stateſmen doubt, 25 
Before they can ſurrender, turn em out. 

Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 

As much, ev'n for Inconftancy be ſaid. 

Let the good Man, for Marriage Rites deſign'd, 8 


* 


With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 
Turn over ev'ry Page of Womankind; _ 
Mark ev'ry Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 
And when he knows the worſt on't, —let him marry, 


ProLoGus to the Gameſter : A Comedy. By Mrs. 
+. Centlivre. A it war afted at the new Theatre in 
Lincoln's-Inn Fields, 1704. 


Spoken by Mr. BzetTzzaTon. 


F humble Wives, that drag the Marriage-Chain, 
With curſed, dogged Huſbands, may complain; 
If turn'd at large to ſtarve, as we by you, * 
They may, at leaſt, for Alimony ſue. 
Know, we reſolve to make the Caſe our own, | 
Between the Plaintiff Stage, and the Defendant Town, 
When firſt you took us from our Father's Houſe, 
And lovingly our Intereſt did eſpouſe, 
You kept us fine, careſs'd, and lodg'd us here, 
And Honey-Moon held out above three Lear; 
At length, for Pleaſures known do ſeldom laſt, 
Frequent Enjoyment pall'd your ſprightly Taſte ; And 
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And tho), at firſt, you did not quite neglect, | 
We found your Love was dwindled to ReſpeRt. 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your Way it fell, 
You ſtopp'd, and call'd to ſee if we were well. 
Now, quite eltrang'd, this wretched Place you ſhun, 
Like bad Wine, Bus'neſs, Duels, and a Dun. | 
Have we, for this, increas'd Apollo's Race ? 
Been often pregnant with your Wits Embrace ? 
And borne you-many chopping Babes of Grace ? 
Some ugly Toads we had, and that's the Curſe, 
They were ſo like you, that they far'd the worſe ; 
For this To-night, we are not much in Pain, 
Look on't, and if you like it, entertain: 
If all the Midwife ſays of it be true, 
There are ſome Features too like ſome of you: 
For us, if you think fitting to forſake it, 
We mean to run away, and let the Pariſh take it. 


—_ 
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ErILO G uE, ſpoken by Mrs. Barry, at the Theatr 
Royal in Drury-Lane, April tbe 7th, 1709, at ber 
playing in Love for Love with Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
for the Benefit of Mr. Betterton. 


AS m_ braye Knight, who once with Spear and 
ield, | 
Had ſought.Renown in many a well-fought Field; 
But now no more with ſacred Fame inſpir'd, 
Was to a peaceful Hermitage retird: 
There, if by Chance, diſaſt rous Tales he hears, 
Of Matrons Wrongs, and captive Virgins Tears, 
He feels ſoft Pity urge his gen'rous Breaſt, 
And vows once more to ſuccour the Diſtreſs d. 
Buckl'd in Mail, he fallies on the Plain, 
And turns him to the Fates of Arms again. 
So we, to former Leagues of Friendſhip true, £ 


Have bid, once more, our peaceful Homes adieu, 

To aid old Thomas, and to pleaſure you. * 

Like errant Damſels, boldly we engage, 

Arm'd, as you ſee, for the defenceleſs Stage. 

Time was, when this good Man no Help did lack, 

And ſcorn'd that any She ſhould hold his Back ; 1 
But 


% Duane en feverdl Orcufſons, 
But now, ſo Age and Frailty have ordain'd, 


By ® Two, at onee, he's 1orc'd to be ſuſtained : | 
ou ſee what failing Nature bring Man to; : 


And yet, let none inſult, for ugh t we know, 
She may-not wear fo well with tome of you: 

Tho! old, you find, hisStrength i is not clean paſt, 

But true as Steel, he's Mettle to the laſt. 

If better he perform'd in Days of Yore, 

Yet now he gives you all that's in his Pow'r ; 

What can the youngeſt of you all do more? 

What he has been, tho? nt Praiſe be dumb, 
Shall haply be a Theme in Times to come, 4 
As now we talk of Nodes and of Rome. 

Had you withheld- -your Favours on this Night, | 
Old SHazesÞPEAR's Ghoſt had ris'n to do him Right. 
With Indignation, had you ſeen him frown, 
Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taſteleſs Town; 


Grie vd and r , had heard him ſay, 9 
Why are the aer Oe caſt away ? | | 
Why did I write what or 2g could play? | 
But fince, like Friends to Wit, thus throng'd you meet; 
Go on, and make the gen'rous Work compleat ; 

Be true to Merit, and — his Cauſe, 

Find ſomething for him more than bare 1 3 

zr juſt Remembrance of your Pleaſures 

Be kind, and give him a Diſcharge at u 

In Peace and Lac, Life's Remnant let bim wear, 

And hang lis conſecrated Buſkin + there. 


8 * * —_ a * * — 8 — 
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We E to. the Cruel Gift: 4 1Treged — 
Centlivre. As it was atted at abe =. 
in Drury Lane, 1717. 


. rn e e. 


EL L;-—twas a narrow Scape my Lower made, 
That Cup and Meſſage Las ſore afraid 
as that a Preſent for a new- made Mido, 
All in her diſmal Duaps, like doleful Dido? 
When 


* Mrs. Bart nl Ads Brace idle claſp bim:round the 
ate. f Pointing to the Top of the Stage. 


f 
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When-one peep'd in— and hop'd for ſomething good, 
There was — Oh] Gad! a naſty Heart and Bload,*. 
If the old Man had Thew'd himſelf a Father, 
His Bowl ſhould have inclos'd a Cordial rather, 
Something to chear me up amidſt my Trance, 

LEau de'Barbade — or comfortable Nants !+ 

He thought he paid it off with being ſmart, 

And to be witty, cry'd, he'd ſend the Heart. 

could have told his Gravity, moreover, . | 


Were I our Sex's Secrets to diſcover, 
'Tis what we never look for in a Lower. 
Let but the'Bridegroom prudently provide 
All other Matters fitting for a Bride, 
So he make good the Jewels and the Jointure, 
To mifs the Heart, does ſeldom diſappoint ber. 
Faith, for the Faſhion Hearts of late are made in, 
They are the vileſt Banbles we can trade in. 
Where are the tough, brave BRI ros to be found, 
With Hearts of Oat, ſo much of old renown d 
How many worthy Gentlemen of late 
Swore to be true to Mother-Church and State; 
When their falſe Hearts were ſecretly maintaining 
Yon trim King PR ern, at Avignon reigning ? 
Shame on the-canting Crewe ol Soul- Inſurers, 
That Tyburn-Tribe'of Speech-making Non- jurors; 
Who in new-fangled Terms, old Truths explaining, 
Teach honeſt. Engliſhmen, damn'd Deuble-Meaning. 

Oh! would you loſt Integrity reſtore, | 
And boaſt that Faith your plain Fore-Fathers bore ; * 
What ſurer Pattern can you hope to find, 
Than that dear PE DOE t-your Mon axcn left behind! 
See how his Looks, his honeft Heart 1 
And ſpeak be Bleſſings of his future Reign ! 
In his each Feature, Truth, and Candour trace, 
And read Main- Dealing, written in his Face. 

| _ \PRoOLOGUE 


* This Tragedy was founded upan the Story of Segiſ- 
munda and Guiicardo, one of Boccace's Novels ; wbere- 
in the Heart of the Lover is ſent by the Father e b 
Daughter, as-a Preſent. | * T 

+ 4. e. Citron-Water and ge Brandy. * 4 
The Prince of Wales then preſent. 
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PROLOGUE to the Non- Juror: A Comedy. By Mr. 
Cibber. As it was ated at the Theatre-Royal in 
Drury-Lane, 1718. 


Spoken by Mr. WiLxs. 

TT RET Whigs and Tories both be ſafe, 

Nor hope at one another's Coſt to laugh: 
We mean to fuſe old Satan, and the Pope ; 
They've no Relations here, nor Friends, we hope. 
A Tool of theirs, ſupplies the Comic Stage, 
With juſt Materials for Satyric Rage : | 
Nor think our Colours may too ſtrongly paint 
The Riff Non- Turing, Separation Saint. 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 
To thoſe who give the Nation to the Devil ; 
Who at our ſureſt, beſt Foundation ſtrike, 
And hate our Monarch, and our Church alike ; 
Our Church — which aw'd with reverential Fear, 
Scarcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here. 
Long may She che her worſt of Foes defy, 
And lift her mitred Head triumphant to the Sky: 
While theirs —— But Satire filently diſdains 
To name, what lives not, but in Madmen's Brains. 
Like Bawds, each lurking Paſtor ſeeks the Dark, 
And fears the Juſtice's enquiring Cle. 
In cloſe Back-rooms his routed Flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the Patriarch of blind Lanes and Allies ; 
There ſafe, he lets his thund'ring Cenſures fly, 
Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our Laws the Lie, | 
And excommunicates Three Stories high. 
Why, ſince a Land of Liberty they hate, 
Still will they linger in this Free-born State? 
Hete, ev'ry Hour, freſh, hateful, Objects riſe, 
2>ace and Proſperity affli& their Eyes; 
Wich Anguiſh, Prince, and People, they ſurvey, 
Their juſt Obedience, and his righteous Sway. 
Ship off, ye Slaves, and ſeek ſome Paſſive Land, 
Where Tyrants after your own Hearts command. 
To your 7 ranſalpine Maſter's Rule reſort, 
And fill an empty abdicated Court: 
Turn your Poſſeſſions here to ready Rhino, 


Ad buy ye Lands and Lordfhips at Urbrne. 


Horact, 


po 
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Horace, Book II. Ode IV. Imitated. 


The Lord Griffin to the Earl of Scarſdale. 
O not, moſt fragrant Earl, diſclaim 3 
Thy bright, thy reputable Flame, 
To Bracegirdle, the Brown ; 


But publickly eſpouſe the Dame, 4 
And ſay — — Town. | | 
f 
Full many Heroes, fierce and keen, . +» 


With Drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 
Although right good Commanders ; 
Some who with you have Hounſlow ſeen, 
And ſome who've been e 
Did not baſe Greber's PEG inflame 1 
The ſober Earl of Nottingham, | | 
Of ſober Sire deſcended ? | 
That careleſs of his Soul and Fame, | * 
To Play-houſes he nightly came, Lew 
And left Church unde _ 


The Monarch, who of France is hight, 

Who rules the Roſt with matchleſs Might, "Y 
Since WILLIAM went to Heaven; 

Loves MainTEnoN, his Lady bright, 


Who was but ScarRo 5 Leaving. 21 
Tho' thy Dear's Father kept an Inn © Foe Þ 
At griſly Head of Saracen, 

For — at Northampton ; + 4 
Yet ſhe might come of gentler Kin, \. > 
Than e'er that Father _ on. | 

J. 


Of Proffers large her Choice had ſhe, 

Of Jewels, Plate, and Land in Fee, 
Which the with Scorn rejected: 

And can a Nymph ſo virtuous be, I 
Of baſe-born Blood 1 "ot > HED | 

* Signora Franceſco Ma de TE 2 

Signora Franceſco Marguareta de l' Epine, an Ita- 

lian Song ftreſs. * bao 85 


N..4 
C- 
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8 VII. 
Her dimple Cheek, and roguiſh Eye, 
Her ſlender Waſte, and taper Thigh, 
I always thought provoking; ? 
But, faith, tho'T talk wa viſhly; | "-# 
I mean no more than Joking. 
VIII. 
Then be not jealous, Friend, for why? 
My Lady Marchioneſs is nigh, 
To ſee I neer ſhall hurt ye; 
Beſides, you know full well, that I, 
Am turn'd of Five-and-forty. 
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The RECONCILEMENT between Jacob Tonſon | 
and Mr. Congreve. 


An Imitation of Ho RAcR, Book III. Ode IX. 


' Tonſ. WII. at my Houſe in R once you lay, 
How merrily, dear Sir, Time paſs'd away? 
While I partook your Wine, your Wit, and Mirth, 
I was the happieſt Creature on God's Yearth®. 
_ While in your early Days of Reputation, 
You for blue Garters had not ſuch a Palſion 
While yet you did not uſe (as now your Trade is) 
To drink with noble Lords, and toaſt their Ladies; 
Thou, IAcos Towngon, wert, to my conceiving, 
The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt, Fellow living. 
Tonſ. Pm in with Captain Va x BRU dH at the preſent, 
A moſt ſweet- natur d Gentleman, and pleaſant; 
He writes your Comedies, draws Schemes, and Models: 
And builds Dukes Houſes upon very odd Hills: 
For him, ſo much I dote on him, that I, 
If I was ſure to go to Heaven, would die. 
Cong. TemyLe , and DaLavaL are now my Party, 
Men that are tam Mercuria, both quam Marte; 
And tho' for them I ſhall ſcarce go to Heaven, 
Yet I can drink with them fix Nights in ſeven, 
Tonſ. What if from Van's dear Arms I ſhould retire, 
And once more warm my f Bunnians at your Fire; * 


* Tonſon (Sen.) his Dialet. + Sir Richard Tem- 
ple, new Lord Cobham. f Jacon's Term for his Corno. 
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If I to Bow-freet ſhould invite you home, 
And ſet a Bed up in my Dining-Room, 
Tell me, dear Mr. Concreve, would you come? 

Cong. Tho' the gay Sailor, and the gentle Knight, 
Were ten times more my Joy and Heart's Delight ; 
Tho? civil Perſons they, you ruder were, 
And had more Humours than a Dancing-Bear ; 
Yet, for your ſake, I'd bid 'em both adieu, 
And live and die, dear Cos, with only you. 


_— 8 


Ho RACE, Book III. Ode XXI. 
To his Cas k. 


I. 
AIL, gentle Casx, whoſe venerable Head, 
With hoary Down and ancient Duſt ov'erſpread, 
Proclaims, that ſince the Vine firſt brought Thee forth, 
Old Age has added. to thy Worth. 
Whether the ſprightly Juice thou doſt contain, 
Thy Vot'ries wal to Wit and Love, 
Or ſenſeleſs Noiſe and Lewdneſs move, 
Or Sleep, the Cure of _ and ey'ry other Pain. 
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Since to ſome Day, propitious and great, 
Jung: at firſt, thou was deſign'd by Fate; 
is Day, the happieſt of thy many Years, 
With thee I will forget my Cares: 

To my Coxvixos' Health, thou ſhalt go round, 
(Since-thou art ripen'd for to Day, | 
And longer Age would bring Decay) [drown'd. 

Till ev'ry anxous bh -: in the rich Stream be 

III. : 


To thee, my Friend, his Roughneſs ſhall ſubmit, 
And SockaTEs himſelf awhile forget. 
Thus when old Cato would ſometimes unbend 
The rugged Stiffneſs of his Mind, 

Stern and ſevere, the Stoic quaff'd his Bowl, 

His frozen Virtue felt the Charm, 

And ſoon grew pleas'd, and ſoon grew warm, [Soul. 
And bleſs'd the ſprightly Pow'r that chear'd.his gloomy 

B 2 IV. With 
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| a | 
With kind Conftraint, Ill- nature thou doſt bend, 


And mould the ſnarling Cynic to a Friend. - 
The Sage reſerv'd, and fam'd for Gravity, 


Finds all he knows ſumm'd up in thee, [free. 
And by thy Pow'r unlock d, grows eaſy, gay, and 
The Swain, who did ſome credulous Nymph perſuade 
To grant him all, inſpir'd by thee, 
Devotes her to his Vanity. 
And to his Fellow-Fops _ the abandon'd Maid. 


The Wretch, who preſs'd beneath a Load of Cares, 
And lab'ring with continual Woes, deſpairs. | 
If thy kind Warmth does his chill'd Senſe invade, 
From Earth he rears his drooping Head, 
Reviv d by thee, he ceaſes now to mourn; 
His flying Cares give Way to Haſte, 

And to the God reſign his Breaſt, | 

Where Hopes of better Days and better Things return. 


The lab'ring Hind, who with hard Toil and Pains, 
Amidſt his Wants, a wretched Life maintains; 
If thy rich Juice his homely Supper crown, 
Hot with thy Fires, and bolder grown, 
Of Kings, and of their arbitrary Pow'r, 
And how by impious Arms they reign, 
Fierce!y he talks with rude Diſdain, 2 
And vows to be a Slave, "1 a Wretch no more. 
Fair Queen of Love, and thou great God of Wine, 
Hear ev'ry Grace, and all ye Pow'rs divine, 
All that to Mirth and Friendſhip do incline, 
Crown this auſpicious Caſk, and happy Night, 
With all Things that can give Delight N 
Be ev'ry Care ard anxious Thought away; 
Ye Tapers ſtill be bright and clear, 
Rival the Moon, and each pale Star, [Day. 
Your Beams ſhall yield to none, but his who brings the 


\ 


Horace, 
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HoRaACE, Book IV. Ode I. 
To Venus, 


NCE more the Queen of Love invades my Breaſt, 
Late, with long Eaſe, and peaceful Pleaſures bleſt; 
Spare, ſpare the Wretch, that ſtill has been thy _ 


And let my former Service have 
The Merit to protect me to the Grave. 
Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 
When under CY VERA the good and fair, 
With Joy I did thy Fetters wear, 
| Bleſs'd in the gentle Sway of an indulgent Queen. 
Stiff and unequal to the Labour now, 
With Pain my Neck beneath thy Yoke I bow. 
Why doſt thou urge me ſtil] to bear? Oh! why 
Doſt thou not much rather fl | 
To youthful Breaſts, to Mirth and Gaiety ? 
Go, bid thy Swans their gloſſy Wings expand, 
And ſwiftly thro? the yielding Air 
To Damon thee their Goddeſs bear, 
Worthy to be thy Slave, and fit for thy Command. 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Joy in his Heart, Love on his charming Tongue. 
Skill'd in a Thouſand ſoft prevailing Arts, 17 
With wond'rous Force the Youth imparts 
Thy Pow'r to unexperienced Virgins Hearts. 
Far ſhall he ſtretch the Bounds of thy Command ; 
And if thou ſhalt his Wiſhes bleſs, 
Beyond his Rivals with Succeſs, 
In Gold and Marble ſhall thy Statues ſtand. 
Beneath the ſacred Shade of Odel's Wood, 
Or on the Banks of Ouſe's gentle Flood, | 
With od'rous Beams a Temple he ſhall raiſe, 
For ever ſacred to thy Praiſe, jews þ 
Till the fair Stream, and Wood, and Love itſelf de- 
There while rich Incenſe on thy Altar burns, 
Thy Votaries, the Nymphs and Swains, 
In melting ſoft harmonious Strains, [Turns. 
Mix'd with the ſofter Flutes, ſhall tell their Flames by 
As Love and Beauty with the Light are born, 
So with the Day thy Honours ſhall return; 
B 3 | Some 
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Some lovely Youth, pair'd with a bluſhing Maid, Y 
A Troop of either Sex fhall lead, 
And twice the Sallan Meaſures round thy Altar tread, } 
Thus with an equal Empire o'er the Light, 
The Queen of Love, and God of Wit, 

Together riſe, together fit: 

But, Goddeſs, do thou ſtay, and bleſs alone the Night. 
There may'it thou reign, while I forget to love; 
No more falſe Beauty ſhall my Paſſion move; 
Nor ſhall my fond believing Heart be led, 
By mutual Vows and Oaths betray'd, | 
To hope for Truth from the proteſting Maid. 
With Love the ſprightly Joys of Wine are fled ; 

The Roſes too ſhall wither now, 

That us'd to hade and crown my Brow, 
And round my chearful Temples fragrant Odours ſhed, 
But tell me, CVNTHIA, ſay, bewitching Fair, 
What mean theſe Sighs? Why ſteals this falling Tear? 
And when my ftruggling Thoughts for Paſſage ſtrove, Þ 
Why did my Tongue refuſe to move ; | 
Tell me can this be any Thing but Love? 

Still with the 2 4 my Dreams my Griefs renew, 
e 


Still ſhe is preſent to my Eyes, 
And till in vain I, as the flies, \ „ 
O'er Woods, and Plains, and Seas, the ſcornful Maid 


HoRAcF, Book I. Epiſt. IV. Jmitated. 
To RICHARD TuornniLL, E/q;* 


HoRNAHILI, whom doubly to my Heart commend 
The Critic's Art, and Candour of a Friend, 

Say what thou doſt in thy Retirement find, 
Worthy the Labours of thy active Mind? 
Whether the tragic Muſe inſpires thy Thought, 
To emulate what moving OT wav wrote? 
Or whether to the Covert of ſome Groye, 
Thou and thy Thoughts do from the World remove? 
Where to thyſelf thou all thoſe Rules doſt ſhow, 
That good Men ought to PraQtiſe, or wiſe know. T 


* Who fought the Duel with Sir Cholmondley 
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For ſure thy Maſs of Men is no dull Clay, 

But well inform'd with the celeſtial Ray. 

The bounteous Gods, to thee compleatly kind, 

In a fair Frame inclos'd thy fairer Mind ; 

And tho' they did profuſely Wealth beſtow, 

They gave thee the true Uſe of Wealth to know. 
Could ev'n the Nurſe with for her darling Boy 

A Happineſs which thou doſt not enjoy : 

What can her fond Ambition aſk beyond 

A Soul by Wiſdom's nobleſt Precepts crown'd ? 25 
To this fair Speech, and bappy Uttrance join'd, 5 


T' unlock the ſecret Treaſures of the Mind, 

And make the Bleſſing common to Mankind. 

On theſe let Health and Reputation wait, 

Tbe Favour of the Virtuous and the Great: 

A Table chearfully and cleanly ſpread, 

Stranger alike to Riot and to Need: 

Such an Eſtate as no Extremes may know, 

A free and juſt Diſdain for all Things elſe below. 
Amidſt uncertain Hopes and anxious Cares, 9 
Tumult'ous Strife, and miſerable Fears, . 
Prepare for all Events thy conſtant Breaſt, 

And let each be to thee as thy laſt. 

That Morning's Dawn will with new Pleaſures riſe, 

Whoſe Light ſhall N bleſs thy Eyes. ; 

Me, when to Town in Winter you repair, 

Batt'ning in Eaſe you'll find, fleek, freſh, and fair; 

Me, who have learn'd from Exicurxus? Lore, 

To ſnatch the Bleſſings of the flying Hour; 

Whom ev'ry Friday at the Vine you'll find 

His true Diſciple, and your faithful Friend, 


—— — — — _ 


—_— _ —— 


The Ux ton. 


HIL E rich in brighteſt Red, the bluſhing Roſe, 
Her freſheſt op'ning Beauties did diſcloſe; _ 

Her, the rough ThifHe from a neighb'ring Field, 
With fond Defires, and Lover's Eyes beheld : 

Straight the fierce Plant lays by his pointed Darts, 

And wooes the gentle Flow'r with ſofter Arts. 

7 11 Kindly 

® The Vine Tavern in Long-Acre. 


— 


32 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Kindly fbe heard, and did his Flame approve, 
And own'd the Marrier worthy of her 3 
FLora, whofe happy Laws the Seaſon guide, 
Who does in F ields and painted Meads preſide, 
And crowns the Gardens with their flow'ry Pride, 
With Pleaſure ſaw the wiſbing Pair combine, 
To favour what their Goddefs did deſign, 
And bid them in eternal UN 10 join. 
Henceforth, ſhe ſaid, in each returning Year, 
One Stem the Thiſtle and the Reſe ſhall bear: | 
The Thifle's laſting Grace, thou, O my Roſe ! ſhalt be, 
The warlike Thiftle's Arms, a ſure Defence to Thee. 


* ana VI" WE a 


n CONTENTMENT. 
Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard.* 


ANY, that once, by Fortune's Bounty rear'd, 
Amidft the Wealthy and the Great appear d; 
Have wiſely from thoſe envy'd Heights declin d, 
Have ſunk to that juſt Level of Mankind, [of Mind. 
; Where, nor to little, nor too much, gives the true Peace 


” Ss 


On the Laſt Judgment, and the Happineſs of the 
N Saints in Heaven. | 
Done from the Latin of F. Gerhard. 


N that bleſs'd Day, from ev'ry Part, the Juſt, 
Rais'd from the liquid Deep or mould'ring Duſt, 
The various ProduQts of Time's fruitful Womb, 
All of paſt Ages, preſent, and to come, | 
In ſull Aſſembly, ſhall at once reſort, 
And meet within high Heav'n's capacious Court: 
Their famous Names, rever'd in Days of old, 
Our great Forefathers there we ſhall behold, 
From whom old Stocks and Anceſtry began, 
And worthily in long Succeſſion ran ; 
The reverend Sires with Pleaſure ſhall we greet, 


* 


Attentive hear, while faithful they repeat EN 
Full many a virtuous Deed, and many a noble Feat. 
2 | e, 
bis Meditatianes Sacre. 
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There, all thoſe tender Ties, which here below, 
Or Kindred, or more ſacred Friendſhip know, 
Firm, conſtant, and unchangeable ſhall row. 
Refin'd from Paſſion, and the Dregs of Senſe, 

A better, truer, dearer Love from thence, 

Its everlaſting Being ſhall commence : 


There, like their Days, their 2 ſhall ne er be an, 


No Night ſhall riſe, to ſhade Heaven's glorious Sun, 
But one eternal Holy-day go on. 


_ 


* 


CoLrin's Courr Amr: 4 Sons. 
To the Tune of Grim King of the Ghoſts. 


Dax” beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid; 
And while a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſupported bis Head. 
The Wind that blew over the Plain, 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply ;. * 
And the Brook, in Return to his Pain, | 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
Alas, filly Swain that I was! . 
Thus fadly complaining, he cry'd,. 
When firſt IJ beheld that fair Face, 
| *Twere better by far E had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue ; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, *twas a Pleaſure too great;. 
T liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 


How foolith was I to believe, 


She could doat on ſo lowly a. Clown, 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine Folk öf the Lowa? 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 

So kind and fo — would prove; 


Or go clad like our Maidens in Gray, 

Ot ſive in a Cottage on Love? 
What tho”T have Skill to complain, 

Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd';; 
What tho' when they hear my ſoſt Strain, 


The Virgins fit weeping around. | | 
| Bs | 1 
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Ah, Corn, thy Hapes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign; 
Thy falſe One inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſic is ſweeter than thine. 
d you, my ON ſo dear, 
. Who ſorrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
* Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid. 
Tho? thro' the wide World I ſhould range, 
Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly, 
Twas ber's to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 
If white my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any * is found, 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground. 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is. to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Lew: 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 
Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at ev'ty fine Show, 
And frolic it all.the long Day ;. 
While CoL1x, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs, when beneath the pale Moon, | 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green. 1/7 / 


1 


— 


Ep1GRam an a Lady. who ſbed ber Water af Nodks. 
| the T ragedy of Cato. * 


HILS T maudlin Whigs a wpja their Caro 
Still with dry Eyes the Tory ELIA fate; [ Fate, 
But tho' her Pride forbad her Eyes to flow, ; 
The guſhing Waters found a Vent below. 
Tho! ſecret yet with copious Streams ſhe mourns, 
Like twenty River-Gods with all their Urns. . 
Let others ſcrew an hypocritic Face, 
She ſhews her Grief in a ſincerer Place! 
Here Nature reigns, and Paſſion void of Art; 
For this Road leads directly to the Heart. 
| MEC 
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nv Cc. NAY 


VERSES, occaſioned by the Honours conferred on the 
Right Honourable the Earl of HALITAx, 1714;. 


being that Year inſtalled. Knight of the moſt noble 
Order of the Garter. 


|? agents and CæsAR once conſpir'd to grace 

A noble Knight, of ancient Tw/can Race. 

The Monarch, greatly conſcious of his Worth, 
From Books and bis Retirement call'd him forth; 
Adorn'd the Patriot with the. i ivic Crown, 

The Conſul's Faſces and Patrician Gown: . 
The World's whole Wealth he gave him to beſtow,, 
And teach the Streams of Treaſure where to flow: 
To him he bade the ſuppliant Nations come, 

And on his Counſels fix d the Fate of Rome. 

The God of Wit, who taught him firſt to fing,, J' 
And tune high Numbers to the vocal String, 
With jealous Eyes beheld the bounteous King.. 

Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of my Share; 

Our common Fav'rite is our common Care. 
Henours and Wealth thy grateful Hand may give ;, 
But PHozBus only bids the Poet live. 
The Service ot his faithful Heart is thine; _ 
There let thy JuLian Star an Emblem ſhine; 

His Mind, and her imperial Seat are mine. 

Then bind his Brow, ye Theſpian Maids, he ſaid, , 
The willing Muſes the Command obey'd, 

And wove the deathleſs Laurel for his Head. 


3 


EP1GRAM on the Prince.of W ALES's, then Regent, 
appearing at the Fire in Spring-Garden, 1716. 


HY Guanpian, bleſt Britannia, ſcorns to ſleep, 
When the ſad Subjects of his Father weep ;, 
Weak Princes by their Fears increaſe Diſtreſs; 
He faces Danger, and ſo makes it leſs. 
Tyrants on blazing Towns may tile with Joy,, 
He knows to Save is greater. than Deſtroy, 
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SONG on @ fine Woman who bad @ dull Huſband. 
7 


HEN on fair Celia's Eyes I gaze, 
| And bleſs their Light divine ; 
1 ſtand cenfounded with Amaze, 
To think on what they 8 
I. 
On one vile Clod of Earth ſhe ſeems 
To fix their Influence; 
Which kindles not at thoſe bright Beams, 
Nor wakens into Senſe. Sh 


Loſt and bewilder'd with the Thought, 
I cou'd not but complain, 

That Nature's laviſh Hand had wrought 
This faireſt Work in _ 

Thus ſome who have the Stars furvey'd, 

- Are1 orantly led, | 

To think chdds glorious Lamps were-made 
To light Fom-Foo! to Bed. 


Occafioned by bis firſt Viſit to Lady Warwick ar 
. Holland- Houſe. * at 
, EARING that Chlaes Bower crown'd 
The Summit of a neigbouring Hill, 
Where ev'ry rural Joy. was found, 
Where Health and Wealth n around. 
To wait like Servants on her Will. 
1 went, and found twas as they ſaid, 
That ey'ry Thing look d freſh and fair.; 
Her Herds in flow'ry Paſtures ſtray'd, 
Delightful was the Green-wood Shade, 
And gently nr” Air, 
But when I found my troubled Heart 
Uneaſy grown within my Breaſt, 
My Breath came. ſhort, and. in each Part 
Some new Diſorder ſeem to ſtart, 


Which pain'd me ſore and broke my Reſt. 
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Some _noxious/Vapour ſure, I ſaid, 

From this unwholſome Soil muſt riſe ; 
Some ſecret Venom is convey d, 
Or from this Field, or from that Shade, 

That does the Pow'rs * ſurprize. 


Soon as the ſkilful Leach beheld 

The Change that in my Health was grown: 
Blame not, he cry'd, nor Wood, nor Field; 
Diſeaſes which ſuch Symptoms yield, 

Proceed from Chloe's 155 alone. 

Alike the kills in ev'ry Air, 

The coldeſt Breaſt her Beauties warm; 
And tho' the Feyer took you there, 9 
4f Chloe had not been ſo fair, 

The Place had never done you Harm. 


Sr ANZZ AS to Lady Warwick on Mr. Addiſon'- 
going to Ireland. 8 


L. 
E Gods and Nereid Nymphs, who rule the Sea! 
Wbo chain loud Storms, and ſtill the raging Main! 
With Care, the gentle Lycidas convey, 
And bring the faithful * ſafe again. 


When Albion's Shore with chearleſs Heart he left, 
Penſive and ſad upon the Deck he ſtood, 

Of ev'ry. Joy in Chloe's Eyes bereft,. 
And wept his N ſwelling Flood. 


Ah, faireſt Maid! whom, as I well divine, 
The righteous Gods his juſt Reward ordain; 
For his Return thy pious Wikes join, | 
That thou, at length, ny pay him for his Pain, / 


And fince- his Love does thine alone purſue,, 
In. Arts unpraQtis'd, and unus'd to range; 

F charge thee be, by his Example, true, 

And ſhun thy Scxs Inclination, Change: 


— 


V. When 
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When Crowds of youthful * round thee wait, 
And tender Thoughts in ſweeteſt Words impart 1 
When thou art. woo'd by Titles, Wealth, and State, 
Then think on Lycidas, 27 7 guard thy Heart | 


When the gay Theatre ſhall charm thy Eyes 
When artful Wit ſhall ſpeak th Beaury s Praiſe ;; 
When Harmony ſhall thy ſoft Soul ſurpriſe, 
_  Sooth all thy Senſes, _ 1 Paſſions raiſe, 


Amidſt whatever various Joys r. 

Yet breathe one Sigh, for one fad Minute mourn ;; 
Nor let thy Heart know one Delight ſincere, 
Till thy own trueſt Lycidas return. 


* 6 
— — — — 


The VIS Ir. 


W I T * dane tother Day, 

Chanc'd to take me in their . 
And, to make the Favour greater, | 
Brought the Graces and Good- nature, 
Converſation Care beguiling, 

Joy in Dimples ever failing, 

All the Pleaſures here below, 4 
Men can aſk, or Gods beſtow.. ahh , 
A jolly Train, believe me] No: 

There were. but N Lepell and 4 


— 1 a. i 


The CONTENTED SHEPHERD. . 
20 
8 on a Summer's Day | 
In the Greenwood Shade I lay, 
The Maid that I lov'd, 
As her Fancy mov'd, 


Came.walking forth that Way:. 
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And as ſhe paſſed by, 
With a ſcorn | Clince of her „ 
N a 1 uoth ſhe, 
For a Swain mu ut; it be, 


Like a lazy Loon for to * 


And doſt thou nothing heed,. 
What Pan our God has decreed ;: 
What a Prize To-day. 
Shall be given away, 
To the ſweeteſt * erd'sB Reed > 


There's not a * e Swain 

Of all this fruirful Dai 
But with Hopes and Fears 
Now buſily prepares 

The bonny Boon to gain. v 


Shall another Maiden ſhine 
In brighter Array than thine ? 

Up, up, dull Swain, 

Tune thy Pipe once again, 
And make the Garland _ 

Alas | my Love, he cry'd, 
What avails this courtly Pride ?- 

Since thy dear Deſert 


Is written in wy Heart, 


What is all the World 1 5 
To me thou art more gay, 

In this homely Ruſſet Gray. 
Than the Nymphs of our Green, 
So trim and fo fieen, 

Or the brighteſt Queen * — 


What tho' my Fortune frown, 
And deny. thee a ſilken Gown ;. 

My owa deir Maid, 

Be content with this Shade, 
Aud a Shepherd all thy own. 


39 


Sons: 
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Song. An WiLLow. 
To the Same, in ber Sickneſs. 


O the Brook and the Willow that heard' him 
complain, . Ab Willow, Willow. 
Poor Colin ſat wee ping, and told them his Pain. 
Ab Willow, Willow ; a Willow. 


Sweet Stream, he cry'd ſadly, Tl teach thee to flow ; 

4b Vilbu, &c. 

And the Waters ſhall riſe to the Brink with my Woe. 
Ab Willew, &c. | 


| nl. 
All reſtleſs and painful poor 1 lies 
Ab Willow, Ee. hs 4 
And counts the ſad Moments of Time as it flies. 
Ab Willow, &c. * 


To the Nymph my Heart loves, ye bolt Slumbers re- 
pair; Ah V iow, &c. 

Spread your downy his o'er her, and make her your 
Care. Ab Wi 1 V &c. 


Dear Brook, were thy Chance near her Pillow to creep. 

' 4b Willow, &c. 

Perhaps thy ſoft Murmurs might lull her to ſleep. 
Pillau, &c. ws 


Let me be kept waking, my Eyes never cloſe, 
Ab Willow, xc. 

So the Sleep that Þ loſe brings my 1 air One 1 
Ah Willew, &c. wh” 


But if I am doom' d to be wretched indeed; 
Ah Villa, &c. 
If the Loſs of my dear One, my Love is deereed;, 
Ab Willow, &c. 
VIII. 


If no more my ſad Heart by thoſe Eyes ſkall be cheard; | 
Ah Willow, &c. 

If the Voice of my Warbler ao more mall be heard; 
8 * Willow, &c.. IX.. Be- 


. 6 - - A - 
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. IX. f 
Believe me, thou fair One; thou dear One, believe, 
Ab Willow, &c. | 
Few Sighs to thy Loſs, and few Tears will I give. 
Ab illow, &c. R ö . ä 
One Fate to thy Colin and thee ſhall be ty d, 
Ah Willow, &c. 
And ſoon lay thy Shepherd cloſe by thy cold Side. 
Ah Willow, &c. 2 | | 


Then run, gentle Brook; and to loſe thyſelf, haſte; 
Ab Willow, Willow. 

Fade thou too, my Willow, this Verſe is my laſt ; 
Ah Willew, Willow ; ah Willow, Willow. 
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To the Same, ſinging. 


J. 
W HAT Charms in Melody are found, 
To foften ev'ry Pain! | 
How do we catch the healing Sound, 
And feel the ſoothing . 1 f 
Still when I hear thee, O my Fair, 
I bid my Heart rejoice ; 
I ſhake off ev'ry ſullen Care, 
For Sorrow flies thy * 
The Seaſons Philomel obey, 
Whene'er they hear her ſing ; 
She bids the Winter fly away, 
And the recalls the Spring, 


—— 


Sox. The Fair InconsTANT. 


* © "Pp 
INCE I have long lov'd you in vain, 
And doted on ev'ry Feature; 
Give me, at length, but Leave to complain 
Of fo ungrateful a Creature. | 


Ta 


n 
k a, 
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Tho' I beheld in your wandring Eyes 


Ly prey e of Ranging; 
Still I reſolvy'd againſt being wife, "ny 


And loyd you 3 you changing. 
Why ſhou'd you blame what Heaven has made, 


Or find any Fault in Creation ? 
"Tis not the Crime of the faithleſs Maid, 
But Nature's Iaclination. 


*Tis not becauſe I love you leſs, _ 
Or think you not a true One; 

But if the Truth I muſt confefs, 
I always loy'd a new One. 


— 


To Lord Wax wrex en bis Birth-Day. = 
[X) HEN fraught with all that grateful Minds can 


moye, 

With Friendſhip, Tenderneſs, Reſpect and Love; 
The Muſe had wiſh'd, on this returning Day, 
Something moſt of berſelf to fay : 

To Fove the offer'd up an humble Pray'r, | 

To take the noble Wazxwics to his Care. 

Give him, ſhe ſaid, whate'er divimner Grace 
Adorns the Soul, or beautifies the Fare: 

Let manly Conſtancy confum his Truth, 

And gentleſt Manners crown his blooming Youth. 
Give him to Fame, to Virtue to aſpire, 

Wortby our Songs and thy informing Fire: 

1 ex. Praiſe, all 8 him prove, 

t Men admire, and " irgins love: 
With honeſt Zeal name es — | 
To love his Country and protect Mankind. 
Attentive to her Pray'r, the God reply'd, 
Why doſt thou afk-what has not been deny'd ? 
Jeves bounteous Hand has laviſh'd all bis Pow'r, 
And making what he is, can add no more. 

Yet ſince I joy in what 1 did create, 
I will prolong the Favourite WaRAwick's Fate, 


And lengthenvut bis Years to ſome uncommon Date. J 


— — — * 4 — — 


Pio on ſeveral Oeraom- i 
To Lady Ia xx WHARTON en ber fludying the Globe: 


HILE o'er the Globe, fair Nymph, your Searches 

And trace its rolling Circuit round the Sun, [run, 

You ſeem'd the World beneath you to ſurvey, 

With Eyes ordain'd to give its People Day. 8 
With two fair Lamps methought your Nations ſhone, 

While ours are poorly lighted up by One. 

How did thoſe Rays your happier — ild? 

How clothe the flow'ry Mead and fruitful Field? 

Your Earth was in eternal Spring array'd, 

And laughing Joy amidſt its Natives play'd. 

Such is their Day, but chearleſs is their Night, | 
No friendly Moon refleQs yourabſent Light: * 
And Oh! when yet ere many Vears are paſt, | 
Thoſe Beams on other Objects ſhall be 15 
When ſome young Hero with reſiſtleſs Art, 

Shall draw hob es, and warm that Virgin Heart: 
How ſhall your Creatures then their Loſs deplore, 
And want thoſe Suns that riſe for them no more? 
The Bliſs you give will be confin'd to One, 

And for his Sake your World muſt be undone. 


1 AM — TT. OO I. TT IO” CO 


To Mrs. PULTENEY upon ber going abroad. _ 
IRD with the frequent Miſchiefs of her Eyes, 
To diſtant Climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She ſees her ſpreading Flames conſume around, 
And not another Conqueſt to be found. 
Secure in foreign Realms at wil! to reign, 
She leaves her Vaſſals here with*proud Diſdain. 
One only Joy which in her Heart ſhe wears, 
'The dear Companion of her Flight ſhe bears. 
Eneas thus a burning Town forſook, 
Thus into Baniſhment his Gods he took: 
But to retrieve his native Tray's Diſgrace, 
Fix'd a new Empire in a happier Place. 


— 


Os for the New Tear, 1716. poof 

| J. | 2 

H AlL to thee, glorious riſing Lear, 
Comely 
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Comely art thou in thy Prime, 
Lovely Child of hoary Time; 
Where thy golden Footſteps tread, 
Pleaſures all around thee ſpread ; 
Bliſs and Beauty grace thy Train ; | 
Muſe, ſtrike the Lyre to ſome immortal Strain. 
But oh! what Skill, what Maſter Hand, 
Shall govern or conſtrain the wanton Band ! 
Looſe like my Verſe they dance, and all without Com- 
Images of faireſt Things, - [mand. 
Crowd about the ſpeaking Strings ; 
i. - Peace and ſweet Proſperity, 
* Faith and chearful Loyalty, 
With ſmiling Love and 1 Poeſy. 


Ye ſkowling Shades, who break away, 
Well do ye fly and ſhun the purple Day. 
Ev'ry Friend and Friend-like Form, 
Black and ſullen as a Storm. 
ealous Fear, and falſe Surmiſe, 
anger with her dreadful Eyes, 
Faction, Fury, all are fled. 
And bold Rebellion hides her daring Head. 
Behold, thou gracious Year, behold, 
For whom the whiter Days were boys from, Times of 
| See thy GzorGe, for this is he! (old! 
On his right Hand, waiting free, | 
Britain and fair Liberty : = 
Ev'ry Good is in his Face, 
Every open honeſt Grace. 
Thou great 1 1 immortal be thy Race 


See! the ſacred Scyon {prings, 
See the glad Promiſe of a Line of Kings! 
" Royal Youth! what Bard divine, 
| Equalto a praiſe like thine, 
Shall in ſome exalted Meaſure, 
Sing thee, Britain's deareſt Treaſure? 
Who her Joy in thee ſhall tell, 
Who the ſprightly Note ſhall ſwell 
| His Voice attemp'ring to the tuneful Shell ? 
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4 Thee Audenard's recorded Field, 
Bold in thy brave paternal Band, beheld, 
And ſaw, with hopeleſs Heart, thy fainting Rival yield: 
Troubled 5h with ſore Diſmay, * 
To thy ſtronger Fate gave way, 
Safe beneath thy noble Scorn, 
Wingy-footed was he borne, 
Swift as the fleeting _— "yp the golden Corn. 
What Valour, what diſtinguiſh'd Worth, 

From thee ſhall lead the coming Ages forth? 
Creſted Helms and ſhining Shields, 
Warriors fam'd in foreign Fields ; 

Hoary Heads with Olive bound, 
Kings and Lawgivers renown'd ; 
Crowding ſtill they riſe anew, 
Beyond the Reach of deep prophetic View. 
Young Aucusrus! never ceaſe! 
Pledge of our preſent and our future Peace, 
Still pour the Bleſſings forth, and give thy great Increaſe, 
All the Stock that Fate ordains 
To ſupply ſucceeding Reigns, 
Whether Glory ſhall inſpire 
Gentler Arts or martial Fire, 
Still the Fair Deſcent ſhall be 
Dear to Albion all, like Thee, 
Patrons of righteous _— and Foes to Tyranny. 


Ye golden Lights who ſhine on high, 
Ve potent Planets who aſcend the Sky, 
On the op'ning Year diſpenſe 
All your kindeſt Influence; 
Heav'nly Pow'rs be all prepard 
For our CaxoLina's Guard; 
Short and eaſy be the Pains, 7 
Which for a Nation's Weal, the Heroine ſuſtains. 
Britannia's Angel, be thou near; 
The growing Race is thy peculiar Care, 
Oh ſpread thy ſacred Wing above the royal Fair. 
GzoRGe by Thee was wafted o'er, 
To the long expected Shore: 
None preſuming to withſtand | 
Thy celeſtial armed Hand, While 
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© », . While his ſacred Head to ſhade, | 
The blended Croſs a” Silver Shield diſplay'd, 


But oh! what other Form divine 
Propitious near the Hero ſeems to ſhine | 
eace of Mind, and Joy ſerene, 
In her ſacred Eyes are Nay 
Honour binds her mitred Brow, 
Faith and Truth beſide her go, 
With Zeal and pure Devotion, bending low: 
A thouſand Storms around her threat, 
A thouſand Billows roar beneath her Feet, 
While fix'd upon a Rock, ſhe keeps her ſtable Seat. 
Still in ſign of ſure Defence, 
Truſt and mutual Confidence, 
On the Monarch, ſtanding by, . 
Still ſhe bends her gracious E 1 Wa ebe 
Nor fears her Foes * while Heav'n and He are 


Hence then with ey'ry anxious Care! 
Begone, pale Envy, and thou cold Deſpair ! 
Seek ye not a moody Cell, 

Where Deceit and 'Treaſon dwell ; 
There repining, raging, ſtill 


TY idle Air with Curſes fill; [Hill ; 
There blaſt the pathleſs Wild, and the bleak Northern 
There your Exile vainly moan ; 


There, where with Murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath the ſweeping: Winds, the bending; Foreſts 
But thou, — with ſmiling Chear, [groan ; 
Do thou bring the ready Year ; 
See the Hours! a choſen Band! 
See with jocund Looks they ſtand, 
All in their trim Array, 57 8 for Command. 


The welcome Train begins to move, 
Hope leads Increaſe and chaſte connubial Love: 

Flora ſweet her Bounty ſpreads, 

Smelling Gardens, painted Meads ; 

Ceres crowns the yellow Plain ;. 

Pan rewards the Shepherd's Pain ; 

All is plenty, all is Wealth, 


Aud on the balmy Air fits Roſy-colour'd Health. | 
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I hear the Mirth, I hear the Land rejoice, 


Like many Waters ſwells the pealing Noiſe, =» 
While to their Monarch, thus, they raiſe the public 
Father of thy Country, hail! - 1 oice. 
Always ev'ry where prevail; 
Pious, valiant, juſt; and wiſe, 
Better Suns for thee-avife,, 


Purer Breezes fan the Skies, 
Earth in Fruits and Flow'rs:is'dreft, 
Joy abounds in ev'ry Breaft, 


For thee thy People all, for thee the Year is bleft. 


: 
** dts. & 
— — 


So xo fr the King's Birtb- Day, 28th of May, 1716. 
Wes 


AY thy flow'ry Garlands by, 
Ever blooming: gentle May 
Other Honours now are nigh ; 


] Other Honours ſee we pay. 
Lay thy flow'ry Cy by, &c. 


Majeſty and great Renown 
Wait'thy beamy Brow to crown, 
Parent of our Hero, thou, 
Georce on Britain didſt beſtow. 
Thee the Trumpet, thee the Drum, 
With the plumy Heim, become: 
Thee the — and ſhining Shield. 
With ev'ry Trophy = _— warlike Field. 
Call thy better Bleſſings forth, 
For the-Honour of his Birth : 
Still the Voice of loud Commotion, 
Bid the complaining Murinurs ceaſe, 
Lay the Billows of the Ocean; 
And compoſe the Land in Peace. 
Call thy better, —_ | 


Queen of Odours, fragrant May, 
For this Boon, this happy Day, 
Janus, with the double F _ 
Shall to theevreſign his Place, a 
Thou ſhalt rule with better Grace: 
Time 
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Time from thee ſhall wait his Doom, 


And thou ſhalt lead the wy for ev'ry Age to come. 


Faireſt Month! in Ceſar ride thee, 
I him canſt thou bring, 
Tho' the Graces ſmile beſide thee : 


'Tho' thy Bounty * the Spring. 


Tho' like Flora thou array thee, 
Finer than the painted Bow ; 
Carolina ſhall repay thee 
All thy e, 1 thy Show. 


She herſelf a Glory greater 
Than thy golden Sun diſcloſes ; 
And her ſmiling Offspring ſweeter 
Than the Bloom of all thy Roſes. 


- 


Ob for the New-Year, 1717. 


All richly in thy furry Mantle clad ; 


What Thoughts of Mirth can feeble Age inſpire, 
To make thy careful „ * Brow ſo glad? 


Now I fee the Reaſon plain, 

Now I ſee thy jolly Train : 

Snowy-headed Winter leads, 

Spring and Summer next ſucceeds ; 
ellow Autumn brings the Rear, 

Thou art Father 2 e Lear. 


While from the froſty mellow'd Earth 
Abotinding Plent es her Birth, 

The conſcious Sire, exulting, ſees 

The Seaſons ſpread their rich Increaſe ; 
So duſky Night and Chaos ſmil'd 

On beauteous Form their lovely Child, 


O fair Variety! ; 
What Bliſs thou doſt ſupply ! 


I. 
INTER ! thou hoary, venerable Sire, 
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The Foul brings forth the Fair 
To deck the changing Year. - 
When our old Pleaſures die, 
Some new one ſtill is nigh 3 ' u 
Oh! fair Variety! | 


V. 
Our Paſſions, like the Seaſons, turn; 
And now we laugh, and now we mourn. 
Britannia late oppreſs d with Dread, 
Hung her declining, drooping Head: 
A better Viſage now ſhe wears, ' ; 
And now, at once, ſhe quits her Fears: 
Strife and War no more ſhe knows, 
Rebel Sons, nor foreign 0 * | 
Safe, beneath her mighty Maſter, 
In Security ſhe fits; F 
Plants her looſe Foundations faſter, 
And her Sorrows ol forgets. 
U 


Happy Ifle ! the Care of Heav'n, 
To the Guardian Hero giv'n; 
Unrepining {till obey him, | 
Still with Love and Duty pay him. 
VIII. | 


Tho' he parted from thy Shore, 

While canteſting Kings, attend him; : 
Cou'd he, Britain, give thee more, 

Than the Pledge he left behind him ? 


* 


Ove „ Peace: for the Year 1718. 


. I. 0 
I faireſt, ſweeteſt Daughter of the Skies, 
Indulgent, gentle, Life-reſtoring Peace 
With what auſpicious Beauties doſt thou riſe, 
And Britain's RN the Janus bleſs ? 


Hoary Winter ſmiles before thee, 
Dances merrily along: 

Hours and Seaſons all adore thee, 
And for thee are ever young: 


* 
a . 


Ever 
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Ever Goddeſs thus — 
Ever lead the Joyful 


In thee the Night, i in thee the Day is bleſt; 
In thee the deareſt of the purple Eaſt: 
?Tis thine, immortal Pleaſures to impart, 
Micth to inſpire, and raiſe the drooping Heart: 
To thee the Pipe and tuneful String belong, 
Thou Theme eternal for _ Poet's Song. 


Awake the golden Lyre, 
85 e 
well ey e , 

And Melody infpire 

At Heav'n and * s Deſire. 

Hark, how the Sounds agree, 

With.due Com ceney! 

Sweet Peace, tis all by thee, 

For thou art . 5 
Who, by Nature's faireſt Creatures, © 
Can deſcribe her heav'nly Features? 
What-Comparifon can'fit her? 
Sweet are Roſes, ſhe is ſweeter ; 
Light is good; but Peaee is better. 
Wou'd: you fee her ſuch as Fove, 
Form'd for uni verſal Love, | 
Bleſs'd' by Men, and Gods above? 
Wou'd you ev'ry Feature trace, 
Ev'ry ſweetly ſmiling Grace? 

Seek our CAROLINA - 
Peace and She are Britain's Treaſures, | 
Fruitful in eternal Pleaſures : 
Still their Bounty ſhall increaſe us, 
Still their-ſmiling Offspring bleſs us, 
Happy Day, when each was given, 
By Cæ ſar and indulgent r n. 


* 
. *1, - 
_— 
4 = 

= 4 2 

5 
9 
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CH O- 


C 11 O RUS. 
Hall, ye celeſtial Pair! 
Still let Britannia be your Cate, 
And Peace and Ca oLINMA crown the Year. 


— 
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Oo R for 4 the King. s Birib- Day, 1718. 


On touch the String, cache Muſe, and ſay, 
Why are peculiar Times and Seaſons bletb? 
Is it in Fate, that one diſtinguiſh'd Day 


-Shou'd with more — Purple t the Eaſt? 


% 


Look on Life and Nature's Race! 
How the careleſs Minutes paſs, 5 
How they wear a common Face: 27 
One is what another was! 
Till the happy Hero's Worth 
Bid the F elfen ſtand forth; 
Till che golden Light he crown, 
Till he mark it for 1 rp 
How had this glorious Morning been forgot, 
Unthought of as the Things, that never were; 
Had not our greateſt Cæſar been its Lot, 
And call'd it from _— the vulgar Lear. 


Now, Nature, be gay 
In the Pride of thy May, 


To Court let th ee repait: 
Let Flora beſto 


The Crown . her Bron, 
For our brighter . to wear. 


Far as the Seas or Cæſar's In 
Let thankful Nations I his oo 
And bleſs the Author = the World's Repoſe. 


Through ev'ry Language of thy 8 Earth, 
en 


Let Volga tumbling i in Caſcades, | 

And Po that glides thro poplar Shades, + 

And Tagus 2 ooh in Sands of Gold, £ 
vers old, 


C 2 Their 


— 


And Arethuſa, 
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Their great Deliverer ſing. 
Not Danube thou, whoſe winding Flood, 
So long has bluſh'd with Turkiſb Blood, 
To Cæſar ſhall refuſe a Strain, 
Since now thy Streams, without a Stain, . 
Run Cryſtal as their Spring. 2 
CH OR U 8. 
To mighty Georce, that heals thy Wounds, 
That names thy Kings and marks thy Bounds, 
The joyful Voice, O Europe, raiſe : 
In the great Mediator's Praiſe 
Let all:thy various Tongues combine, 
And Britain's Feſtival be thine. 


— 


—— 
” 


Ove ts the Thames, for the Year 1719. 
1 . 

ING of the Floods, whom e eng ordain 

To fold alternate in thy winding Train, 

The lofty Palace, and the fertile Vale; | 

King of the Floods, Britannia's Darling, hail! 

Hail with the Year ſo well begun, 

And bid his each revolving Sun, | 

Taught by thy Streams, _ N Succeſſion run. 


From thy never- failing Urn 
Flowers bloom and fair increaſe 
With the Seaſons take their Turn; 
From thy tributary Seas 
Tides of various Wealth attend thee; 
Seas and Seaſons all I thee. 
Here on thy Banks, to mate the Skies, 
Auguſta's hallow'd Domes ariſe ; 
And there thy ample Boſom pours 
Her num'rous Souls and floating Tow'rs ; : 
Whoſe Terrors late to vanquith'd Sparm were known, 
And tna ſhook with To not her own. 
Fulleſt Flags thou doſt ſuſtain, 
While thy Banks confine thy Courſe; 
Emblem of our Cæſar's Reign, | 
11247 Mingling Clemency and Force. 


* 
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So may'ſt thou ſtill, ſecur'd by diſtant Wars, | 
Ne er ſtain thy Cryſtal with domeſtic Jars : 

As Cæſar's Reign, to Britain ever dear, 

Shall join with thee to CE coming Year. 


On thy ſhady Margin, 2 
Care its Load diſcharging, | 
Is lull'd to gentle Reſt : 
Britain thus diſarming, 
Nor no more alarming, 


Shall ſleep on ith Breaſt, 
— [| 


Sweet to Diſtreſs is balmy Sleep, 
To Sleep auſpicious Dreams, 
Thy Meadows, Thames, to feeding Sheep, 
J o Thirſt, thy filver Streams: 
More ſweet than all, the Praiſe 
Of Cæſar's golden Days; 
Czſar's Praiſe is ſweeter ; 
Britain's Pleaſure greater ; 
Still may Cæſar's Reign excel; 
Sweet the Praiſe of reigning well. 
13 96 CHORU 
Gentle Janus ever wait, 

As now on Britain's kindeſt Fate; 
Crown all our Vows, and all thy Gifts beſtow ; 
Till Time no more renews his Date, 

And Thames forgets to flow. 


VERSES made tos Simile of Mr. Pope's. 
1 HEN at our Houſe the Servants brawl, 
And raiſe an Uproar in the Hall; 


— 


When John the Butler, and our Mary, * 
About the Plate and Linen vary; z 
Till the ſmart Dialogue grows rich, 2 

In ſneaking Dog! and ugly Bitch! 4 
Down comes my Lady like the Devil, , 
And makes em filent all and civil. Y 

Thus Cannon clears the cloudy Air, ＋ 
And ſcatters Tempeſts brewing there: ; 


Thus Bullies ſometimes keep the Peace, 112d 
And one Scold makes another ceale. Deen 


Upen Nicolini and Valentini“ ing to the 
* , Fos in thy 2 f 
L 


Mphion ſtrikes the vocal Lyre,. 

: And ready at his Call, 
Harmonious Brick and Stone conſpire. 
To raiſe. the 7 ns ain . 


In 3 of his Praiſe, 
wo Latian Signors come, 
A ſinking Theatre to wiſe, {88 
nd prop Yan's totering Dome. 


But how this laſt ſhould come to paſs, 
Muſt ſtill remain unknown, 

Since theſe poor Gentlemen, alas 
Bring neither By#c& nor Stone. 


2 
* 
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AnE S S AY on the Manner of living with 
Great Men. An Imitation of M. Bruyere. 


De of Rank is highly neceſſary for the Oeco- 
| nomy of the World, and was never called in Queſ- 
tion but by Barbarians and Enthufiaftsy. 

A juſt Conſideration for. the ſeveral Degrees of Men, 
as the Orders of Providence have placed ben ab >we us, 
is uſeful, not only to the correcting of our Manners, and 
keeping our common Converſation in the Bounds of Po- 
liceneſs and Civility, but has even a better Conſequence. 
in diſpoſing the Mind to à religious'Humility.. - __ 

In obſerving Step by Step, the ſeveral Degreea of Ex. 
cellency above us, we arrive inſenſibly, at laſt, to the 
Contemplation of the ſu PerfeQion. 

It has been ſaid that Inequality of Condition is a Bar 
ta Friendſhip ; but Why are not the Links of a Chain 
continued as well Perpendicularly as Horizontally.? 

Moſt Men are, indeed, rather inclined- to live in the 
Terms of Civility than Friendſhip ; it is (uſkeient for 
their Intereſt to have no Enemies, and they find it for 
their Eaſe to have no Obligations without Dies, that 
is out of themſelves, 40 | 


There are ſome People, who naturally love. to do 
Goad, and contribute to the Happineſs of their Fellow. 
Creatures; but, bow Rare? 2 
If there cannot be hat is called Friendſhip between 
a Great and a Private Man, there be ſomething al- 
moſt equivalent to it, while there is Benificence on one 
Part, and Gratitude on the other. o 
Cairo. muſt be a miſerable Man, who never was 
to have a Friend, even among Men of his own: 
Tee, He is Rich, he is Great, he has Wit; any 
theſe three Qualities, would have got another Man ei- 
ther Friends, or Followers, He has not good Nature. 
PauLinvs is Aﬀable, juſt to his Word, Generous, 
Serviceable : He has no Enemies, but thoſe that are ſar 
toVirtue, and to their Country ; he has Friends de 
thoſe of his own Rank, and Followers amongſt his Infe- 
Hors, who. take a Pleaſure in his Protection. He bag: 
good Nature. | 
| A great Man, who has a delicate Underſtanding, cans 
not find a ſufficient Number for his Converſation, among 
thoſe of his own Quality. x | 
ARiSTUS is a great Genius for Politicks; and he 
finds among the Miniſtry, Heads capable of forming tb 
greateſt and wiſeſt Deſigns. It is with them be concertg 
what is for the Advantage of his Prince and Country. 
But he has a Taſte for Muſic, 8 and Sculpture ; 
he is — a Maſter of all the fine Parts of Learning, 
He chuſes to ſperit-whole Days with LyGc1pas, a Man 
not of his own Quality, but one to whom Natute and 
Induftry have given what they could give. 
 Lecrnus was born with great Advantage for Know+ 
ledge; he has improved thoſe Advantages he has a Wit 
admirably well turned; a ſaund and exact Judgment; 
he thinks, ſpeaks and writes with. the utmoſt Politeneſs; 
d with 5 theſe, he has ſo much Gentleneſs in his 
ature, and Sweetnefs in his Manners, that one ſho 
love him, though it were poſſible he might be a Fool. 
In ſhort, it is neceflary to a great Man, who would be 
compleatly happy, to have ſuch a Friend or Companion, 
Goin — ——. f great Men, is like gai 
- Got g into of great Men, is Uke gang , 
into the other World ; yon ought 0 ſtay till you ate 


56 An Eſſay, &c. 
What Impatience have ſome People to preſs into Con- 
verſations, where it is impoſſible they ſhould be eaſy. 
BuyALus was never cut out for a Courtier ; why 
will he always be making Parties to dine with t 
Lords ? He might haye lived well with any Sort of Peo⸗ 
ple, bating Lords. He has a pleaſant Wit; he has Hu- 
mour, and is very often agreeable in his Converſation, 
but then he is variable; he bas loved and hated all his 
Acquaintance round. He is violent, a greatStranger to 
Patience, and a mortal Enemy to Contradiction. He 
would have made a notable Tyrant, and Flatterers 
would have a good Time of it in his Reign. - © © 
If I conſider my own Intereſt, what have I to do with 
People, who take it to be their Privilege and Birth-right 
to inſult me. | 
What Slavery is it to a ridiculous Vanity, to hunt 
after the Converſation of infolent Greatneſs! What 
Eaſe, what Peace, what Happineſs does a Man forego, 
who might be uſed as he pleaſes among his Equals, and 
t chuſes to put himſelf upon the Rack, to make a 
rd laugh! Fa 
Great Men expect the leſſer People ſhould have that 
Complaiſance for them, as to be of their Opinion, or at 
leaſt, that thoſe, who depend _ them, ſhould ſubmit 
blindly to their Notions of Right and Wrong; this is a 
Privilege we do not allow the Prieſthood themſelves, 
and yet they derive their Authority from the Higheſt. 


Wee allow there is a true Reaſon of State, and a true 


Religion to be followed; but neither all Prieſts, nor 
all States-men have right Notions of them. They would 
have the World of the fame Opinion with the Man in 
Herace, * * : 
— Nam te x 
Scire Deos quoniam proprius contingit, oportet. 
But we have an unlucky Proverb againſt them in 
Engliſh, EY 
The nearer the Church (or Court) the farther from 
| God and (it may be) the Prince's Service. 
Common Decency and good Manners require a De- 
ference to our Superiors, and if they have ſomething in 
them inſufferable, we may avoid coming where they 5 4 


5 — — e b _— 


An Eſſay, &c. 


If one cannot bear the chattering of BAZ ULus, his 
n pad Gaiety, his perpetual ado with his Family, his 
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inſi 
Hiſtory of their particular Honours, his Peeviſhneſs, his 
Intrigues, and his Raillery ; there is one eaſy Remedy, 
ſhun him ; the World is wide enough. 

The Ambition of being intimate with our Betters, 
runs thro' moſt weak Underſtandings of all Ranks. 

Go down in the Stage-Coach with the Parſon's Wife, 
ſhe tells you of all the Sirs and the Ladies in her Coun- 
try; How often ſhe goes to ſee em, That they are 
continually ſending for ber, —— How they breed their 
Sons and what they give their Daughters: But my 
Lord Biſhop's Lady does not live, if ſbe is not once 4 
Week at And one odd Thing, which you, may be, 
will hardly believe, He never went to the Aſſizes with- 

So the He and She Citizen, with my Lord Mayor's 
Couſin, my Lord Mayor's Couſin's Couſin. 4 

 - Beneficence ſeems to be ſo inſeperable from true 
Greatneſs, that one might, not unaptly, define it, a 
large Power of doing Good ; and if the Will is not in- 
clined to the Exerciſe of that Power, it had as good not 
be, as not to be put to its proper Uſe. | | 

Why ſhould any one be called a great Man, who is 
rarely ſerviceable to others, who ſeldom does good. to 
the Worthy? But the World impoſes upon him and 
themſelves too ; they call him a great Man, and he is 

not ſo. ö 

Neceſſity makes ſome People bow; and Fear makes 
moſt People ſtand at a Diſtance, and ſay nothing. 

The Exceſſes and Vices of great Men, ſet fatal and 
ruinous Examples to their Inferiors; and one might 
wiſh, upon this Occaſion, that their Acquaintance and 
G were confined to 6ne another. | 

CLEoN is noble, has a vaſt Eſtate, and great Em- 

loyments ; he builds, buys Pictures, fine Furniture; 
o plays deep, keeps Horſes, and lives ma gnificently ; 
he leaves a plentiful Fortune, and an eaſy Family be- 
hind him. | 

Doxitas is a private Man, of a free and indepen- 
dent Condition; he lives like CLEO x, he mortgages his 
Eſtate, he becomes a Slave, he depends upon others, he 
is undo ne, his Poſterity curſe him. 5 Great 
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Great Men have many Things, which attract fir our 
Admiration, and then our Affe Won z and ſome People 
live ſafely, and pleaſantly with them; but thoſe Who 
never conyerſe with them, are exempt from the Power 
of. many Paſſions, and are free from the Pain of many . 
Afflictions. | 

All. Human Greatneſs had a Beginning, it has ſome- 
times been founded upon Honefty ; if I am charmed - 
with it, why ſhould I not rather attempt to be one of 
thoſe Great Ones, whoſe. Condition I.ſo much admire, 
than be contented with a ſecond Place, a Dependance 
upon them? | gy! 

There is a Virtuous as well as a Vicious Defire of 
Greatneſs. | 


— 


** 
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To the Memory of NIichoLAs Rows, Eq; 
By Mr. Beckingham. 

$ then the Summons true! does partial Fate 
Retract ſo early, what it gave ſo late? 
Muſt the Grave chuſe ?—MultROWE the Tribute pay, 
And Merit moulder with the common Clay? 
Is the grim Tyrant then ſo jealous grown; 
Strikes he at human Fame to build his own. 
Has not, th' inſulting Monarch Wreaths enow, 
But muſt the Robber ſtrip the Poet's Brow? 
Let Nature-in her hoary Viuts decay, 
And mellow Age drop heavily away. 

t the dull, earth- born Populace complain, 
And ſwell the Triumphs of his gloomy Reign : 
Slaves born for nothing, or themſelves alone, 
Die unlamented as they liv'd unknown; 

Let theſe, proud Victor, tremble at thy Nod, 
But ſpate the Poet for the Public Good. 

Does ſacted Heat Prophetic Breaſts inſpire? 
Burns not the Poet's with an equal Fire? 

From Heav'n a joint Commiſſion can he claim, 


His Soul as large, as facred is bis Name; 


1 
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Both univerſal Benefits defign'd, - . 

B6th ſent to vern, and to ſave Mankind ; - 

T* unveil myſterious Truths to human Sight, 

And ſet the falſe bewilder'd Judgment right, 

Inſtructed great Ideas to impart, . 

To warm the Boſom, and-inrich the Heart. 

Are we not grateful when the Lamp of Day 

Shoots forth a genial Heat and vernal Ray, 

To blefs the honeſt Ruſtic's Wint'ry Toll, > 

And bid the careful anxious Floriſt ſmile ? - 

Or in ſome Clime, where nearer Beams abound, 

And Heats immod'rate ſcorch the cleaving Ground, 

When ſome fierce Channel from the ſeven-mouth'd Nile 

Pours forth its Plenty on the Sun-burnt Soil; 

Cements with laviſh Streams the gaping Earth, - 

And = the hidden Treaſures timely Birth ; 

Do Gifts, like theſe, our Gratitude command? 

What Debtors are we to the Poet's Hand? - 

Whoſe nobler, Streams in larger Currents rowl ; : 

Thoſe but inform the Ground, and thefe the Soul. 
Here Laurell'd Shade; thy own great Image ſee; 

To draw the Poet is to Picture Thee: 

Th' extenſive Thought, the Energy divine, 

The Flame, the Genius, and the Soul was Thine; 

Each various Note declares thy Maſter-Skill, 

How form'd to write, how worthy to excel. 

To Virtue. ſteady, to thy Country true, 

We read the Poet and the Patriot. too. 

Does Liberty Demand thy loftier Strain? 

We gaze with Wonder on thy Tamerlane; - 

Thro' every Scene purſue the Godlike Cauſe, 

And give the favourite Hero full Applauſe... 

When the ſhrill Trumpet ſummons him away, 

The warm'd Spectator ſhares the bloody Fray ; : 

In anxious. ries dla. Soldier's Pride, 

Liſts in the War; and combats on his Side. 

How does he charm, when bounteous to Diftreſs, , _ 

Sedate in Fight, and humble in Succeſs ? 2 

A Victor, yet without a Victor's Mind, 

He conquers not t' enſlave, but free Mankind, 

To diſtant Times marks out th' unerring Way, 

Leazns Kings to rule, and Subjects to obey; * 


— 
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Strikes every Boſom with a ſacred Awe, 
And ſhews the happy Age a true NASSAU. 
Or if ſome lowly Theme the Poet claim, 
Some banith'd Lover, or r Dame, 


Love's thouſand Paſſions all his Skill employ, 
The quick alternate Tides of Grief and Joy: 
How well he paints the ſad Extremes of Fate! 
How well deſcribes th' unhappy—happy State? 
Each conſcious Sinner does 515 Guilt confeſs, 
And awful Silence ſpeaks the Bard's Succeſs; 
So weil th' expreſſive Miſeries are ſhown, 
Some tender Breaſt ſtill makes the Woe its own: 
The Virgin's Cheek the moving Scene approves, 
And artleſs Sighs betray how well ſhe loves. 
The ſcornful Nymph condemns her long Diſdain, 
And to her Arms invites her injur'd Swain. 
When ſome * fair M anten mourns her paſt Deſires, 
Love's faul Embraces, and unlawful Fires ; 
So ſoft ſhe pleads, the pitying Audience melt, 
And clear the Sinner, tho they damn the Guilt. 
'The + Libertine in Lowe exults a-while 
On violated Charms and raviſh'd Spoil, 
But ſogn his Triumphs find a timely Date 
The Villain's Crimes receive the Villain's Fate. 
But why on ſingle Beauties do I dwell, 
When ev'ry finiſh'd Scene is wrote fo well? 
When thy vaſt Works are in themſelves repaid, 
And modeſt Nature owns thy happier Aid. / 
But now the Skill is loft, the Muſic ver, 
And he who charm'd us once, can charm no more. 
Envy at laſt repents her canker'd Hate, 
And feels her N in her loſs too late. 
To native Duſt now waſtes the mortal Frame, 
And nought ſurvives the Poet, but his Fame. 
Brave then in That; or Time, or Eavy's Rage, 
And be a LUCAN to a diſtant Age. | 
Yes, ſacred Shade, thy Writings ſhall be read, 
Till even Arts are with their Founders dead: 
W hill Friencſhip burns within a faithful Breaſt 
Tty Name be cheriſt'd, and thy Worth confeſt. 
| Odlivion 
Jane Shore. f Lothario is the Fair Penitent. 
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Oblivion is the common Mortal's Doom: Tomb. 
But thou ſhalt Live when Dead; and Flouriſh in the 


On the Death of Mr. Rows. By Mr. Amhurſt. 


H the Genius of the Britiſh Stage, 
Farewel, the Patriot of a madding Age ; 
O ROWE! unhappy deathleſs Bard, farewel, 
Whoſe Worth applauding Theatres ſhall tell; 
Oft as thy Heroes on the Stage appear, 
Each Eye to Thee ſhall drop a grateful Tear : 
Shouts to thy Name each grateful Voice ſhall raiſe, 
And clapping Crouds in Thunder ſpeak thy Praiſe. 
Too cruel Death! that would no longer ſpare 
This great Recorder of the Brave and Fair ; 
That in one dreadful Inftant ſnatch'd from hence 
The beſt good Nature, and the fineſt Senſe: 
Too cruei Death! that could refuſe to ſave 
Him that has reſcu'd Thouſands from the Grave; 
Him that to lateſt Worlds-conveys the Fame | 
Of TAMERLANE and great ULYSSES' Name; 
At whoſe command departed Saints revive, 
And in his moving Scenes for ever live, 
Paſt Times return, and from the mould'ring Tomb 
Riſe up the mighty Chiefs of Greece and Rome : 
Their antient Legions rally on the Plain, 
And act their former Triumphs o'er again. 
Touch'd with his powerful Mag'c, we deplore 
The Beauteous Penitent, and Guilty SHORE. 
GRAY, to appeaſe the Wrath of human Laws, 
Bleeds, a Fair Martyr, in her SAVIOUR's Cauſe ; 
Undaunted bleeds, and by his matchleſs Art, 
The fatal Blow wounds ev'ry Britiſb Heart. 
We mourn with beating Breaſts the greedy Stroke, 
And yield reluctant to the Romiſh Yoke: - 
Of Idols now fucceeds a motly Band, 
And Popery pours in upon the Land ; 
Rage, Superſtition, Maſſacre and Blood, 
Come arm'd from Hell againſt the publick Good: 
Zeal ſets on Fire the Holy Smithfield Pile, 
And Prieſtcraft rages thro' the trembling Iſle. 
Well has our loyal Poet ſet to Vie, | 
This direful Scene, this wonder-working Crew, A 
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A bloody Tribe of perſecuting Elves 
That weekly damn all Chriſtians but themſelves: 
His gen'rous Soul diſdain'd that vain Pretence, 
So ſhocking to the Goſpel, and to Senſe; 
And in his Scenes the graceful Marks ty 
Of Chriſtian Freedom, and of Chriſtian _ 

Firm to that noble Cauſe which fir'd his Mind, 
He never to a Popiſb Scheme inclin d; 
Nor ſought the Favours of a 7. burn Croud, 
Whoſe perjur'd Hearts to foreign Gods have bow'd; 
He judg d it always an ingloxious Thing 
To court their Praiſes who defam'd their KING; 
Enough for him that CONGREFE was his Friend, 
That GART Hand STEELE, and 4D DISO N commend; 
That BRUNSWICK with the Bays his Temples bound, 
And PARKER with immortal Honours crown'd. 

Great LUCAN now, by his unwearied Pains, . 
Breathes Roman Liberty in Engliſh Strains; 
Dying, this wealthy Pledge He left behind, 
The trueſt Pattern of his free-born Mind : 
Four Times four Ages this heroic Song 
Has lain, unlabour'd from its native I ongue, 
Which now tranſlated with. its genuine Fire, 
Shall noble Thoughts of Liberty inſpire; 
Cenviace the Bigot of the weighty Truth, | 
And free from paſſive Chains the Britiſb Youth: 
Too long the uſeful Work has been delay d, 
But well that ſeeming Ill is now.repaid : | 
Heav'n but deferr'd to make it more compleat, 
Not evry Bard the glorious. Theme could treat, 
Not ev ry Bard, that in mechanic ,Verſe-. 
Can a dull Love-tale- ern yen 
And can in lifeleſs, jingling Lines complain 
Of the falſe Nymph, or the forſaken Swain; 
Vigour of Stile, and Fancy muſt combine, 4 


* 
„ 


With Majeſty of Rage, and Power divine, 

To make the Engliſb like the Roman ſhine. 

Such muſthe be, as LUCAN was of old, 

His Figures ſtrong, and his Expreſſions bold. 

With the ſame couſtant Love of Freedom chatmd, 
With the {ame Paſſion for his Country warm'd, . 
Whoſe Veins. with, one unvaryd Tenour flow. 


Ecalous and actise, like immortal RQHE... | At. 
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At length, ye Sons of Servitude, awake, 
And from your · Necks the ſelfiſh Burthen ſhake ;. 
Nor blindly, nor diſdainfully refuſe | 
This laſt great Labour of the laurell'd Muſe ; . 
Pay the juſt Honours to his ſacred Head, 
Nor, whom you envy'd living, envy dead. 
Againſt the Dead all Violences ceaſe, | [Pence ;-- 
Great CHAUCER now, and SHAKESPEARE reſt in + 
DRYDEN no more the impious World upbraids, 
And MILTON flumbers in the filent Shades. 
Thou too, thrice honour'd, in that antient Dome, 

Where ſoon or late our Britiſh Laureats:come ;. . 
Where the fam'd Poets of three Ages lie, 
And to their. Tombs invite the curious Eye, 
Where great NEWCASTLE, ſtill to Wit a Friend. | 
To DRYDEN bids the ſtately Pile aſcend, 4 

Immortal, glorious Deed !. which After-times | 

hall celebrate in their exalted Rhimes,) 
Amongſt thy Kindred Bards thy Bones ſhalt truſt, 
And mix in Quiet with poetic Dult ; 
There no feign'd Dapgers ſhall alarm thy Breaſt, 
No factious Murmurs interrupt thy Reſt; 
Baniſh'd ſhall be all Noiſe-of worldly Things, 
Of. warring Armies, and contending Kings; 
The groundleſs Clamours of th' ambitious Gown, , 
And ALBERONTPs Crimes ſhall be unknown, 
Pain, Loſs, and Sorrow ſhall be far away, 
Claſp'd in th' Embraces of thy native Clay; 
Till the laſt welcome Trump ſhall bid Thee Riſe, 
Then cloath'd with Glory Thow'lt aſcend the Skies. . 


A PasTORAL 75 the bonoured Memory of M. 
Rowe. . By. Mrs. Centhvre. 


Daphnis.}C EE 2 ſee }: beneath yon ſpreading +- 
| . rn, | 

Whoſe bluſhing Berries ev'ry Bow adorn, -. 

The good Menalcas ſits, his Head reclin'd, 

His Crook thrown by, nor ſeems his Flock to mind; 

Down-from his Eyes the briny Torrents row], .. 

And mighty Grief ſeems lab'ring in his Soul: 

The Poſture ſpeaks a. matchleſs Weight of Woe; 

Haſte, Thyrfis/hafie;xhedudden.Caule.to Kn]. | 

Tc. 
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Thyr/fis.] From whence Menalcas, do theſe Ills ariſe, 
Which rack thy Breaſt, and overflow thy Eyes? 
Has from thy Ewe ſome tender Lamb been wrung ? 
Or has thy Fav'rite Heifer caſt her Young ? 
Broke are thy Folds by ſome vile Midnight Thief, 
Or is Clariſſa Cauſe of all this Grief? 
Does ſhe in Secret bleſs ſome other Swain ? 
Why, let her S her broken Faith diſdain. 
Menalcas.] No, Thyrfis, no; a Subject greater far, 
Than Flocks, or Herds, or fickle Women are, 
Claims all theſe Tears, theſe fruitleſs Tears I ſhed, 
Colin the ſoft, harmonious Colin's dead. X 
Dapbnis.] Is Colin dead! If that ſad Tale be true, 
Then have we Cauſe to mourn as much as you. 
Colin the Pride and Darling of the Plain, 
Admir'd by ev'ry of bay <3 careſs'd.by ev'ry Swain. 
Whene'er he tun'd his Pipe beneath the Shade, 
The nodding Boughs beat Time while Calin play d. 
The feather d Choir about the Shepherd throng, 
And prowling Wolves ſtood liſt'ning to his Song: 
The browzing Goats from rocky Clifts deſcend, 
Charm'd with his Voice, the Savage Brutes attend. 
Thyrfis.] O, mighty PAN ! Who now ſhall chaunt thy 
And who record thy Fame in tuneful Lays? (Praiſe? 
Where is that He, of all the Sylvan Swains, \ 
Can equal Ce/iz's ſoft, harmonious Strains? 
If the dear Subject of his Song was Lowe, 
Sweet as the Hybla Drops his Verſes prove: 
If glorious Liberty the Youth aſſerts, 
How did he warm our Souls, and fire our Hearts ? 
Mienalcas.] Now ev'ry Maxim which the Shepherd 
Occurs aſreſh, and dwells in ev'ry Thought. (taught, 
Our Flocks, ſaid he, and ſeather d Kind produce 
Their different Offspring for their Owner's Uſe: 
For us, the Wood, the Paſture, and the Field, 
Their ſeveral Grains, and various Flowers yield: 
Not PAN himſelf can our own Rights oppoſe, 
Or crop, without our Leave, one ſingle Roſe - 
A mutual Duty ſtill on each depends, 
We honour PAN, and PAN our Flock defends. 
Thus Colin taught us flaviſh Yokes to hate, 
And prize the Freedom of our Rural State. 


Daphnis.] 
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Daphnis.] See! where the Nymphs and Swains in 

Crouds appear, — 58 
Yew in their Hands, their Brows ſad Cypreſs wear; 
In ſolemn State, ſee Two by Two they tread, 
And look with downcaſt Eyes, and bended Head, 

As if not Colin, but Themſelves were dead. 

Thyrſis.] Hark, how the Winds in hollow Accents 
And humid Pearls diſtil from ev'ry Stone; [groan ! 
The cooing Turtles their lov'd Elms decline, 

And Goats forſake their Fav'rite flow'ry Thyme : 

The Lambs complaining bleat, the Heifers low, 

The Ox and Weather ceaſe their Cud to chew: _ ; 

The vocal Grove laments young Colin dead, 

For him the Laurel droops, and hangs its verdant Head. 
Amaryllis.) Help me, Menalcas, help me to complain, 

To tell to Earth, to Air, and Seas, my Pain. 

Colin ! the dear lov'd Colin ! ts no more, 

Come, all ye Nymphs, and Colin's Loſs deplore : 

For whom ſhall we our flow'ry Chaplets weave ? 

Or who fo well deſerves the Laurel Wreath? 

Who now can point thro' all theſe Groves a Man, 

To celebrate the Birth of mighty PAN ? 

Like Colin, who can Flora's _ diſplay ? 

Or paint the gaudy Treaſures of her May ? 

Or who like him, can tune the oaten Reed? 

Or tread with ſuch a Grace the enamel'd Mead? 

N ourn all ye Nymphs, your Tears inceſſant had. 

Your Tribute's all too poor for him that's dead. ; 4 

Thyrfis.] Wou'd but relentleſs Fate mr Wiſhes aid, 
Ant give to Subſtance back his airy Shade, 

A Pluto once Eurydice of Old, * 5 

A Tale, I well remember, Colin told, 18 
o purchaſe that, my Tears like thine ſhou'd flow. 
ut this is fruitleſs Grief, and pageant Woe. 

Hark, Amaryllis, hark! Thy bleating Lambs 

Amongſt the Brakes have loſt their udder'd Dams : 

Haſte to retrieve them, e er too far they ſtray, 

And fall to hungry Wolves an eaſy Pre. 

Ama _ hy, let em ſtray, my Crook no more 

, II old, | : | 7 — 
My Herds no more —— no more my Flocks Fl fold, 
No more will I with Daiſy, Pink, and Roſe, ; 
A Garland for the Queen of May. compoſe, Since 


66' Na on ſqduera Orcafians. 
Since Colin's gone, by whom 'twas' ſtil} confeft,. 
That I, of all the 92 hs, deſerv d it beſt. 

The Winde ſhall. uſeleſs prove to Fleets at Sea, 
And Flowers ſupply no Honey to the Bee, 
When, Celia, I I or get to mourn for Thee, * 
Menalcas. lis, charm'd b k Colin's Verſe, 
Can ſhed ſuc — of jy upon his Hearſe, 
Who then can gueſs the Pain, — anxious Throws, 
Which the dear Partner of his Pleaſure knows ? 
What Agonies of Woes rend Daphne's Breaſt ? 
She, whom he lov'd, — and ſhe who loy'd him ar 
Methinks I hear her to her Babe c 
The only Relict of her darling Swain: 
The Child ſhe tells his ev'ry Art and . 
And with her Tears bedews the Infant'e Face; 
Whilſt the poor Babe, unknowing of her Cares, 
Cooes i in 45 Face, and ſmiles at alf her Tears. . 


4n Ovsx, ſacred'to the Memory:of N. R — 075 
By the Reverend Mr. Newcomb. 
Win ; Hearſe, with fad Surprize, 
And ſolemn Grief, the Myſes mourn ; 
Permit a Strangers flowing Eyes | 
To ſhed their Sorrows round thy. Urn. n 


Juſtin, the Bloam of all thy Fac. | 5 g 
en to aſſert thy native Sky * 
Abſolves impartial Foc Blame,” | 

And ſeems, as *twas thy Choice, to die. 
Thus the great CASAR ceas d to live, 

Thro' vanquiſh'd Worlds his Eagles bore ;- 
Thus clos'd his Fame, when Fate cou'd give, 

And his bright Sword command no more. 
With Smiles he views the glitring Blade. 

In that great Moment fond to die 
When Rome bebeld her Hero's Shade, 

But mount the fairer up the Sky. | 
What penſive Muſe, now THOU art fled, 
Shall det“ Pharſalia's Warriors mourn, -- 
Whoſe Voice lament the pious Dead, 

2 weep oer OMPET” Urn? 


eee Tranfatio of Lacan by Me. Rowe. f 
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Whoſe ſoft relenting Verſe ſhall ſwell 

Each Roman Heart with conſcious Woe; 
Her Genius fled, Rome's Sorrow tell, 

And CASAR dying o'er his Foe ? 
Round his great Rival's awful Head 

He views a Glory ſtill ſurvive ;; 
Sighing “that Fame and Virtue dead, 
e cou d not own, or ſcorn d alive; 12 

Nor mingling with the God-like Hoſt, 

Who at Philippi greatly fell; 
Each Roman thanks thy pious Ghoſt, 

That ſung his Arms, and Fate ſo well. 


The Fields of Death once more to ſtain, 
What future Hero will refuſe ? 


Or gying, dread One Moment's Pain, 
we for ever in thy Muſe? 
uk für, O! far before the reſt, 


Great CATO does his Am extend; 
And in his Smiles his Love confeſt, | 
Adores thy Shade, and calls THEE Friend. - 
Well pleas'd, with ev'ry Grace adorn'd, 
So like his Own, a Mind to fee! 
And the great Homage: which He ſcorn d 
To CASAR's Sword, He pays to THEE. 
New Tranſport does his Breaſt dilate, 
Within his Soul new Paſſions rife ; | 
To view Rome's Wounds, and POMPEY's Fate, . 
So kindly wept by ENGLISH Eyes. 
While taught by Thes, Britannia's Iſle, 
His Hero's Fall, relenting view; 
He ſeems beneath his Wounds to ſmile, 
And CASAR's ſelf at laſt ſubdues. 
Africk's rich Deſarts in thy Strains, 
Ennoble with the Patriots Doom ; . 
Excel the flow'ry Latian Plains, 
And LYBIA triumphs over ROME. 
Whoſe grateful Sons to moan the Brave, 
Deſpairing in thy Muſe are feen; . 
Hiding each faithful Warrior's Grave 5 
With friendly Fears, and blooming Green. In 
Caæſar is reported by the Poet to have wept, uben 
Pampey's Head was brought to him in Egypt. 
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In Words like thine, had they a Choice, 
Once more above their Fate to try, 
Thus, with their laſt expiring Voice, 
Wou'd each lament his Rome, and die. 

Surprize or Joy alike to yield, 
Th various, artful Muſe was made; 
To dreſs the Warrior for the Field, 
Or paint the Lover in his Shade. 
Now in the eager Chace of Fame, 
With ſome brave Chief you upward fly ; 
Now fink, and teach ſome Virgin Name 
In ſofter Numbers how to die! 


Thoſe Forms, which to our wond'ring Mind, 


Thy Fancy paints, new Glories wear : 
While Love and Friendſhip ſeem more kind, 
And Beauty's ſelf appears more fair, 


Such Force, fair Virtue does impart, 
By Thee preſented to our View; 
It moves 1 melts each ſtubborn Heart, 
Her Brightneſs cannot quite ſubdue. 
While dreſt in Angels pureſt Light, 
Her ſmiling Image does app! 
Pleaſing, as Beauty to the Sight, 
Or Muſic. to the raviſh'd Ear ; 
Wou'd ſhe once more her Skies forſake, 
What other Features con'd the chuſe > 
What fairer Form the Goddeſs take 
To bleſs Mankind, than from thy Muſe 


Tranſported then with fond Surprize, 
The lovely Gueſt we ſhou'd adore ; 

And wonder how our partial Eyes 

Refus'd to own ſuch Grace before! 


'Till viewing thoſe deceiving Charms, 

Each Breaſt ſubdue, we al agree, 

That Power, which thus our Souls diſarms, 
Was not her own, but lent by Thee. 

Greatneſs no more, with all her Train, 
The virtuous Mind ſhall now beguile ; 

By Thee inſtructed to diſdain, | 

When Glory calls, the Syrens ſmile, 


No 
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No more “ Renawn and 2 Fame, 
Shall ſtrive Ambition's Rage to hide, 
Nor Honour be a treach'rous Name, 
To ſhade the Tyrant's guilty Pride. 


The brave and generous Breaſt to awe, 
The honeſt, u rig Heart to gain; 
The Coward's Han his Sword ſhall draw, 


The Courtier's Smiles be try'd in vain. 


Againſt that Dread thy Scenes unfold, 
Io arm our Breaſts in vain we try; 
Soon as the tragic Tale is told, 
We Melt, We Languiſh, and We Die. 
The Soul awhile her Ground maintains, 
Each Death reſolving to deride ; 
But when the Captive tells her Pains, 
That Softneſs owns, ſhe ſtrove to hide. 


To view her Rage direct the Dart, 

| Wakes in our Breaſt a kind Surprize ; 
Speaking the Frailty of our Heart, 

By the ſoft Streams that fill our Eyes. 


Eager our Souls to bring Relief, TI . 
wift from their op'ning Boſom flow, 
To ſooth the mourning Parents Grief, ? 
Or guard the Infant from the Blow. 


So lively has each Nymph complain'd, 
When Fate thy Muſe deſpairing drew ; 

That tho' we know her Sorrows feign'd, 
Yet ſtill we weep and think em true. 


Awhile we argue to perſuade 
Our melting Eyes to hide their Woe, 
Till to their View the lovely Maid, 
Reveals her Wounds, and bids em flow, 


Thy artful Voice, with equal Eaſe, 
ch different Paſſion can employ ; 
Now give us Pain, but to increaſe, 
And from our Grief improve our Joy. 


Who in your ſoft deceiving Strains - 
With thoſe kind Conquerors agree; 

Who threaten firſt the dreadful Chains, 
Then ſet the trembling Captive free. What 
* See Monſ. Bruyere's Characters or Manners of the 


| Age, publiſbed from the French by Mr. Rowe. 
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yo . « \Poens on ſevere} aOQccaftons M 
What Raptures does thy Verleiinfuſe, 

When Beauty goes the Theme inſpire?! 
What Heat tranſports thy ſoaring Muſe, 

It Scenes of War thy Boſom fire 
While for bright Fame, or gay Delight, 

Each Hero you alike prepare, Hf 
Lead the fierce Warrior to the Fight, 

Or the young Lover to the Fair. 
Nature, aftoniſh'd at thy Art, 

Caſts on thy Muſe a jealous Eye; 
Her Joys unable to impart, * 

Or longer pleaſe when thou art by. 
The Artiſt thus, his Skill to grace, 

Some beauteous: breathing Form deſign'd, 
Forſakes the Virgin's Cheek,-to-trace 
Features more bright in his own Mind. 


Each glowing Charm the Canvaſs fires, 
Does with Delight the Nymph ſurprize, 
Who owes that Beauty ſhe admires, 
More to his Pencil than her Eyes. 
What, tho' our Laurels fairer riſe, 
And from thy Aſhes date their Bloom, 
We pay too dearly for the Prize, 
Thus ſadly purchaſed by thy Doom. 
wh ye Gods, that doubtful Dart 
| ich your myſtertous Anger threw, 
Shou'd give at once both Joy and Smart, 
Augment our Fame and w too. 


Juſt ſo the Skies, ſeverely bright, 

Their vengeful Light nings oft employ, 
And gild that Oak with fairer Light, 

They mean next Moment to deftroy. 
How mournful is the only Choice, 

Your Heavens afford our Breaſt to eaſe? 
Or to lament thy dying Voice, 

Or never hope our on ſhould pleaſe. 
Thus to the Heirs of bright Renown, 

The 4 you awhile deny, 
Who, ere they boaſt the regal Crown, 


Strange 


3e 
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Strange, that the Glories which we claim 
From thy ſad Fate, no Pleaſures give, 
The fair Increaſe of all our Fame, 
The only Cauſe for which we grieve. 
See SHAKES PEARE's awful rey'rend:Shatle 
Riſing, his Fav'rite to-adare! 
And binds thy Brows with Laurel, made 
By Fame, to ſhade his own before.“ 


To thy Indulgence: pleas'd to owe 
The Terrors that his Muſe imparts, 
To ſwell our Eye, the Scenes of Woe. 
The moving Dread to ſhake our Hearts. 
The diff rent Fates of all that reign 
Diſtinguiſh'd in whoſe Muſe appear, 
What the good Man may hope to gain, 
And what the daring Tyrant fear. 
Whoſe tragic Voice ſhall next preſume 
To fill our Breaſts with fad Deſpair ? 


Or trembling for the Low- Doom, 


Or anxious for the Nying- Fair? 


To Tears, whoſe Sighs her Yn confeſs, 
| on 


Our Eyes with ſoft Compaſſion flow ; 
Teaching thy Virgin's feign'd Diſtreſs, 
To give our Boſom real Woe. 


An vain we ak aur Reaſon's Aid, 


To ſtop our Tears, vreafe our Pain; 
To view thy Fair Repenting Maid. 


Each Cheek muſt ſwell; each Heart complais. , 
O! ſeoth her ſh! calm her Grief! 


O! quickly to her Refuge fly! 
O! bring the Fainting Fair Relief, 
Or with ber give us Leave to Die! 
Such moving Scenes thy Muſe unfolds, 
Conſtrain d its Anguiſh to declare; 
A ſavage Heart each Boſom holds, 
"That can attend and not deſpair. 
What Wonders does thy Verſe contain, 
What Magic thro' thy Numbers flows? 
Pleas'd with our Grief, we.then complain, 
Then only when we want our Woes. 


* To Mr. Rowe the Pablic are obliged for the Life-of Shake- 


ſpeare, which be took great Pains 0 collecł. 


+ Alluding to the Fair Penitent, A Tragedy: By Mr. Rowe. 
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No Eye thoſe Sorrows does refuſe, 
Thy penſive Maids & piring give; 
Scarce more delighted, when thy Muſe 
Suſpends their Fate, and bids em live. 
Strange that our Cheeks ſuould grieve the more, 
When you the z«lling Tear reſtrain ; 
And: torvid us to deplore, 
Shou'd only give us greater Pain. 


Thus ge, eg Lover's Fate, 
A while the, Virgin's Sorrows flow); 


Owning, to bear his _ abate 
Her . ul than her Woe. 
O, may each Mule with Sorrows meet! 
'Soft as thy own, thy Worth declare; 
1 Since nothing but a Voice ſo ſweet, 
Can ever ſing a Fame ſo Fair. 
| 


A ſecond Life to thy Great Dead, 3 
Thy kind inſpiring Numbers gave; 
Had we that Power, the Tears We ſhed 2 
Had fell to wet ſome other Grave. {#0 
Thine, like each Fabled/Hero's Age, * 
Thyſelf with Virtue did{t Inſpire; 
And aQting well on Life's frail Stage, To 
Doſt with the — sn 


— 


Wr . 


; EeiTArnH on Mr. en. — Tomb, eK. to be e 
rected by his Wiſe in : Weſtminſter-abbey, by Mr. Pope. 


HY Relicks, Roxwe, to this fair Shrine we truſt, 
And Sacred, place by Dryden's awful Duſt : *. 

Beneath a rude and nameleſs Stone He lies, 
To which thy Tomb ſhall guide enquiring Eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle os and endleſs reſt ! 
Bleſt in thy Genius, in thy Love, 750 ik 
One grateful Woman to thy Fame ſu 
What a whole thankleſs Land to Bis a 


* The underwritten Diſtich of Mr. Por z' Was what * 
a, intended for Mr: Dxwpen's Monument, viz. 


Y | This Suzrr1zLD rais'd. The Sacred Duſt below 
VVV Daypen once: The reſt who does not know ? 
F Under which a merry Wag wrote this. 

T oY l, dies nat know that Sheffield went on Truſt 
72 To raiſe this noble Tomb to Dryden's Duit ? 
F [ i!. 


